Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 






y 



H 



^ 




■ fr 



\ 



VOCAL POETRY9 

OR 

A SELECT COLLECTION 

OF 

ENGLISH SQNGS. 

to WHICH IS PaEFIXEO 

AN ESSAY ON SONG-WRITING 
Bt JOHN AIKINj M. a 



And ever, against eating cares, 
Lap me in soft Lydian airs, 
Married to imniortal Verse. 

MlLTOW. 



LONDON: 

PRINTED FOR J. JOHNSON AND CQ.^ ST. PAULAS 

CHURCHYARD, 

1810* 



3^ ( . a. 



1 
I 



MIINTXD BT RICHARD TAITLOR AND C0» SHOE LAKE; 






i 

I 



^'^°1d 



VERTISEMENT. 



••« 



Ins Editor of this volume published, in 

1772, a work entitled '' Essays on Song'- 

writing, with a Collection of such English 

Songs as are most eminent for poetical 

merit." The Essays were four in number : 

one on Song-writing in general; atid ons 

on each of the three classes into which the 

Collection of Songs was distributed. The 

pieces in the collection itself were rather «e- 

lect than numerous; and principally served 

as exemplifications of the ideas inculcated 

in the Essays relative to the character and 

diversities of this kind of poetical compo* 

sitions. The volume was honoured with a 

reception which produced a demand for a 

second editioninn 7 i. For many years past, 

this impression has also been exhausted, and 

a 2 copies 



#; AtedHfipsifaea WHhtke tmntation, iim,^ to 

tWie t1k'^ku^in)cais; others todtM he re AJy\to 
mderiake it. (hmcious that th^ Bisst^ 
'were ihejiroen^ i^tefnfds &f oik^fi0Oh0se tcuXt 
^im® hg no means mttture^ and uhose\iAitU 
cMMdu^edge wusdnmmscribedwiihiknim- 
WW limits; the Editor was^unwUUng thAt hi^ 
^oH should again be gii^entO' the public )DCfiA 
ii^its fmpeffections on Usskead. > ^He \ icas 
^obUi>ed, ihmfmefto dtciaift, fhmifit^iiM^ 
i^eptinied at aU, U ^otOd he ^th^^kbr^ 
'smateriid attenOions^ corre^poriding ^m^M^ 
own change ef taste' a$id\)plf^ton<4n^^ba^ 
points duHng so iong'anioterdA. voVvuu^r 
^ Under these' ^(^m^istedmpt^^ 
'Stances, although he perhaps should not now 

have 



4ftor0>\ fcctim^v$,Mkcii(m of w 
Qishfj[^i^iff not^cfOfSe to bafmomites ^Hk 
ih^tdvcvtqf^ elegant poetry y wh^t^peF^ b^ 
H^vim^i^udfis a^generol tmtc, ^ 
\\ySShf>, Editor^ iker^fbr^^ p^ tiiis voium^, 
^Mi^JMrdihicranew work, Hian the t^ 
jffiJAitisHoi^ltf^ i^^^ his 

kffdHliff)0^e(Stt^colk€t,Jrom all the sources 
mffi&i%is reachi. those^ pieces of tjie smg 
^^t^^Wf^^^^^Jff^ t0 Mm most de$epvitfg\^ 

^\pHiiici^\m tjie \ma^s of approved Bngli^ 
M^t4^.i:,}\i4^\b(mng with some can remed 
imimiiQ!rks^^iBim<^^^he ^ffh^f^ctet and di- 
stinctions ^ ti^es^ o^mpmtionsy^ he has 
msBvfd ^\^kigH\Ess^.mK:Smg'W[:iUngy in 



Ti ADVERTISEMENT. 

uHiich there is BCarcdy a sentence copied 
from his former work, hut which is adapted 
to a new arrangement of the selected piecess 
and expresses his present ideas on the suIh 
ject. In tJie collection itse{f, the greatest 
part of the pieces vMch composed the former 
will he found, with the addition of so many 
as nearly to dotdde the number — some of 
them written on topics of which that gave- 
no ejpample. 

Thevolvmef such as it is, isrespectfutty 
commuted to the judgement, not qf ihe samf^ 
generation qf readers which . was so mdvl^ 
gent to the Editor* s first attempt, hut to one: 
from which he has on various occasions exr 
perienced an eguol degree of faoour* 

J. AiKM§f: 

AprU iO, 1810. 
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AN ESSAY 

ON 

SONG-WRITING. 



Xhe poetical composition termed a Song 
k essentially characterized by the circam- 
stence of being adapted to vocal music ; 
but this is applicable to pieces so various 
in their style and subject^ that some dis- 
crimination is obviously requisite to afford 
a precise idea of the diflSsrent kinds of 
productions vrhich rank under this gene- 
ral head. 

The alliance between poetry and mtisic 
is of very ancient date, and appears origi- 
nally to have been constant. The praises 
pf gods and heroes^ the triumphal strains 

of 



struments whi<gi>jlW^yiart |»4^0T^fttfi^ }% 
a|BW«l«kV«ejrf«o!!*ftFjr «^ y^bhhm plWPss 

a, ]wider raog^^ of .f««tiin«ii^t, ; a^tL • |9f{(^g^ 
eqnfijUVKi na-imtiye, the a.cfimmm»\ 

sm4.ia r«!«sitaUoa::]Bpuure va{(p,cqa«}uqgiott 
Itif) paeti#al ,<Aiaradfflf /of ; , t^§ p^^. ,y^ 
l^ctiflq, aod thf^^ ai^f^ , flf , |ce?sil^fifiit«i«b 
«iSQ«ftoiaed;i MMl sfl^aflftprobiWf thirt;^^ 

cultivatea 
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ON sCmmrMftim. 

'<!A^h^ fheii< subjlects were supfKwed petu^ 
f}Ktff %^^ti^ to harmonize; and tindi^i^ 
tlftJ 'Ii46i«> o* i^fc poehy (defined b^ 
Mofttitf ''^^ terbi soekwdai chordis'') sonKf 
di^^toe m^st tlde%rated productions of tlle^ 
SMeft^S Mtin Muses were the otyecfti 
}(f ^Mbrat -admiration in their own titers; 
iftldlrdV^ Alighted all subsequent ages as 
Iftt* ikk -"ttlfme ^kHguages ha^e been culti^ 
♦rifefct/'^l^ey ilideeds have come down ftf 
ft^lfesUidhed' fVi^ ^e Tbcal and iilstru^ 
fh^t^tfortei^ to Which Ikef were origii 
Si^l/^hflK^; btrtibej areon thid: account 
t^tter^&ited^tO' ^rVe as eicamples or c^om* 

JAkiAiffiii FcH" sitnilaar eompositions of said- 

mia'iiifj'i lief a 



demtknany imbich are for the ttioit ptot 
presented equally separate from the tunes 
that may have been once acconoiodated 
to theni> and am merely r^arded as pieces 
of podry^ It is obvidusly in &m light 
that they must be consideeed when tfasy 
haTe become part of the poetical reading 
of a country^ addressed to the eritieal 
judgement of those^ irho' may either be 
destitute of musical taste> or may never 
have heard the words actually sung or 
played. This must be the case -with re^ 
tpect to almost all those pieces which can 
claim an antiquity beyond 'the present 
generation; for nothing is more shortt 
lived than the vocality of even the most 
fiishionable song : of course, the greatest 
number of those distinguished for poetical 
merit must be dead to the singer, mti^ 
existing only to the reader. And when 
we ca^t our eyes on the trash whiels 
modern musical composers seem la pre# 

ference 



ON S0N&.WICrriN6. li 

ftneiice to fldeot as the ^dliicles of thftir 
Botaii^ Vie may b^ excused ify^rn'ibresting 
dni;8^H^*^¥rriti«g as a species of poetry^ 
we ^atkely ne^ect tiie circiimstaace of 
musical acoompaBimeiit^ further than to 
i^rgtrd it as essential that neither in point 
of lengthy nor m^isure^ any obTious un« 
fitness lor being set to a tune should ap* 
pdur HI a composition bearing the distinct 
tiire appellation of a song. 

The Lyric poetry of the ancients com<» 
ptehended a.great variety of topics: in«- 
deed> it is not easy to say what it rejected 
tliat other poetry admitted^ except the 
continued narrative of the Epic, and the 
mediodieal instruction of the Didaetic. 
HotBcr (if the hymns ascribed to him 
be }genuine)> and Callimachus, sung the 
jmiscs of the Gods : Pindar celebrated 
lahigv and the victors in the Grecians 
ganaiem, and also^ as v^e learn from Horace, 
adapted to bis lyre the pathetic incidents 

at 



i^'tIie^iMidei^;:itH6>gayi'«nd'Uie la^mi^fi^, 
ittfd ise^tm 'to ttfAapt ^ b^* ^me«i6Ui^si''^tli 
^^|[<nti/f^)icitj:to alt; >Tbei^atij^M»ifri$a>^^ 
htmev^ty a^'^vie tindei^tfiitid tb<» < vdM^bis 
nme limited; for^ reUv^uiitmigitdJ Hfis 
ode' ibe inoFe «Iev«ted '• sitbjeetij »'»QdnelHi. 
tiorate eurttond of ihe^ilytieimix^iioit 
chiefly confines itself toi^igbtc^^ to pidi 
«iid Specialty delight»i^t0H^e}K5pilie«iii>«tlib 
|Skttiures and pains of lorfii^^* attd 4be^ • ^dk 
restrained bilarity of the <^nviVial' bottvd. 
Not'tbat it entirdj' dt6cit4*ds :iiiioi«i'«iiilou8 
iirguiiK^nt»;'bM always thai)h)gm*^yi€^iH|t 
r«al or possible mnionwitb • voeilv m^io, 
it reg»i»tesilielfi'iiidt8i cfubjrotg/ Md/4iip 
inode of treating} tbem^ by tivo ibuabtro- 
ieasidns in vrbidi dudi music k^calittd fdi. 
Hence it ispreduded from tb6vdoai^l> 
flo digression^ 



ON SQ^XeWfV'RWING. m 

tfli^bed^toitlie^fwl^t^aind QTen^sidaindndr 

Aii94i«9io«|<096e8 a higll degree of poti^h^ 

4(d iei^gafioe. M But before we eater .toto 

ftrtber pmtioiiilafs relative to< the arraogef- 

4ilen|;i2«fid ]^u)es<of coostruetion of these 

l€oa90RiticMi6/:it»will be necessarjr to clear 

tbe^ way > 'bj • disposiogt of , tbe clai m^ : to 

:b{|idir!ed ^f an. ambiguous specie& of prof> 

^ttctidn often caufounded with the aob^ 

twu^y, the ihaUad, i 

i»nJ£hei«'OTe Imr natiQ&a which do Muift 

jpflQ^e(5Siin^e^» K^ftheeyen^ of early tioief^ 

.^jjM^atty of V those) iu which publicor 

ffioiiliute i^alo^r has been ' «}gBaliKed> in 

4ciiellaoai} iiak&rative8» jstamped indeed ^itfa 

tbifc Ifiiridesefls of Ihe^agek that produeed 

,lhpi|i>. > >but) leapobk ^by the force of ^ d»- 

.fttu^'':' ' u. sociatioB 



.. ' 'ANISSA:T 

96tiitmn 6£ exeitiii|^ the most lirdyettb^ 
tions. Singing tbese pieees to tl^ sound 
of some musical instrument hm in many 
€01111 tries formed the sole occupation otm 
class of men^ who thence have obtained 
high regard from persons of all radks^ 
and have been the constant attendaaits at 
solemn and social festivities. To these 
national subjects they frequently addied 
legendary and marvellous tales^ and ?e^ 
markable adventures; every things in 
shorty that could interest those who were 
strangers to all other intellectual gratifica*^ 
tion» Many of these metrical stories ran 
out to great lengthy almost reaching tkm 
measure of epic narration ; but notwith-^ 
standing the monotony of a perpetually 
recurring tune and measure, they wfere 
eagerly listened to by the rustic hearera^ 
whilst passing whole nights round the 
social hearth. 
In process of time^ as manners and 

language 



ON sasmtiWsasiNG. ^im 

ktiiguiig^ 'becnKie * mcare refined^ and < Ibe 
ijA af' writiBg brought the productiom^of 
t|ie .miod to a mikerei test tfaan that of the 
i^r> these, rude jperfoi'iAances lost their 
attraction with the superior ranks in so^ 
CiBty,' and were succeeded by others dis* 
filajinginore skill and contrivance. And 
if ibe popularity of national stories ren« 
di^ed them- still dear to the recollectiim^ 
they were retold in newer and more 
polished diction^ perhaps retrenched in 
their prolixity^ and enlivened by touches 
of sentiment. The two editions of the 
bailadof Chery Chase, which may be seen 
aifed compared in Dr. Percy's '' Reliques 
of Ancient Poetry/' form an example of 
this alteration. 

In the further progress of literary taste, 
these compositions came to be considered 
as objects of curiosity on account of the 
insight they afforded into the manners 
and modes of thinking of remote times ; 

while 






lltey i^hiidimfai, tt«d Ibe ^iiiifliiiii iiiWHJttiii|F 
mid ftfeiiglik <>f Iheir liH(^|w^/4mMlHi 
tlie admirstion tNT libera! tri^ks»: Wimif 

current in poptrlar song w reevtaliMr; 
thej were carefullj edllected by poM&iii 
ahtiquaf ies^ and elucklated by hnMtiGii 
notes ; aird thucr a secondary inportaiiei 
was attached to tfaeixi^ scarcely tii£»ri0r^t# 
that which they possessed when cbftiitii 
to the harp of the itinerant tnin^^i 
Admiration naturally produced imiMi^^ni 
and it becafne atrial of skill to cooftter^ 
feit or copy these reliques of a AistMtt 
age. The weli-known coUeedon 0f >Oto; 
Percy above referred to contailis numei* 
rous specimens both of the genuine ftnd 
the fictitious historical or narrative blriW^ 
and was very efficacious in d^uMiig^ 
taste for these compositions. They Ym^m, 
however^ lately appeared with more Jid« 

vantage 



On SOJI«GiWRIIING. ttll 

' Yahtege in the " MimtreUy of the Scottish 
BcMrd^r;'^ and some of the imitations ot 
these pieces have deriated into poetry. of 
a h^h class.' '' Lord Ronald '* and '' Cad** 
jQ^ Cattle" are among the most impres* 
sive of modern productions^ and in tbeii* 
9tory and .mlinn^r greatly surpass such 
atteoipts to. soften and modernize the bal^ 
Iftd^ as Williapi and Margaret, Colin and 
Lucji cmd the Hermit of Goldsmithi 
though the reception givqn to these has 
jo^ly entitled Jhem to the character of 
pleasing pt^rformante$<. None of these^ 
however^ eqval in t^eautifql and toughing 
•impU^il^ df langu^e so^e of the French 
metrical pieces termed '' Romanc^s>'' es- 
pecially thosp composed by Moncrif. 

But we are now go( beyond the limits 
of song properly so called^ since it is 
e.vident that a great number of stanzas^ 
sqng to an uniformly repeated simple tune, 
would be insupportably tedious to modern 

b cars ; 



xm ^)^.Mfitmxfro> y.o 
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e9rt; «lHsbo^8dicbcimipb£t»i*stiiiill^ 
c^faiMefied ^ as s:mddres*d'>iBen3ly %m it&tjiH' '■ 
e^Si tod/bq ardbpfedrte the fckm^'^f RiifiiH^ 

trifaeofi m}itA ffredbttK^nfS'irhtJK, 'if 4ibi« > 
ladftke regatded tt»^riiiiDg( ji dmsiob m^ 
soAf^writing, must be ilanlRd ^tittd^r itr^' 
Hiese are^he pie«?es m wlyieh ^^tfa^; ftmii^f 
liftlity^ and even T.ulgarity>> off pbfak& ^tf^ 
the aid ballady and its oceasioifai lud^!: 
crou» imagery; fawe beenndoptedifiirtlie'^ 
sake of humonr ^r sarcastn;^ and- with lbe>/ 
expre^ purpose of being dnMkted >bj/ot 
the voice. Of these^ the moit^ o<ipioB9 > * 
source is pairty; and there^^has addohiv^ 
been an ocea^cio of political kniiterii ioi - 
countries permitling soch AeedoiUs;;' in - 
which appeal has not heett tnade^ todthi^T 
poiinilar fedingsby meani df ^eodnic ahd'/^ 
satirical ballads; often ^itb greaitMdfl^i^A^ 
The share that '^ Lilliboricror"' had in f^^il t 
moting the Resolution in this ceuntryM; 
*. • has 



ON SOTHa^mttWlSG. df ' 



tbdiWir iftf tlin^rotidft iit)Firaiice» balkd# > 

mmheta^imni those mvftten foi^diid agaibet'^ 
catdibftl AlA^aria.liilitdi)8Qiseral^«v^^ 
Tibe (JRiench drife.lO!||hmdrdaflnii0sifeio»aa 
ther ap^opt»«toii>titler o^i^ VautftvUlB, iaoK^ 
|>ljjog thdiir iiMss U^iffolktl^e sireeU; Bmi} 
iddeodintreeli^poetrj in geiwral bdongsto 
thelfaaillibd.olaa& The gnat^mutnbM of 
thflteipaiftjr . produetiona are toa coarse in 
thair tS9xtufe>:.aiid^ tod, temporary. In their 
tofdcifi'^toi iBoerit preservation. , Tl^eee ai;e 
iome^i^ymiMi, n^hicb frton their humour' 
andiiitacitjrAreatiU'perttsei) vvithpfeaaawi; 
and dietifirrt iwita hi^ve »not 4isdaiiied io 
anmsetlMiiiiflekei milhxMn^fwsipg .tbenii 
ThriJballadstttf SfiiA are eK^Uent la theit 
kiUd^' andraieiiiistingtiishcfdr^jcibathappj 
adtfrfiUiUli of iwitliar phratoolggy* and 
tbadis^oilitgrfof eoiniofbyniingy €orwliicb ' 
bot wasiao fiuttoai; .Nodo^ Mtt^r than he. 
tMii b 2 kaew 



rkiiew hoiKT: fo. toueh the &e^ffi,p(,f^ 
fndb jiand /wikilst ]iei«i^as ia44rf^jng^.)i^ 
^Dmpierg Lettenaf to the coffeisrhfif^^ 
fioHtician^) he cried dowA Woo4mi4i4^V 
ImiffieBCeicif the streets of.DMblia V ^^ 
aid of the ballad^siRger. Of .pie^i^ of 
this elass^ bo^wever^ I ahall sfty up oi^rp 
than JQst Uif Ineitttoiij as one of tbe.xiQ^t 
excfeSIent, the popular somgi of the ^^Vjq^r 
of Bray/' iti which the ple^saiitrj ^fkjAi'' 
fected rather against the trimnaier fa^tw^n 
aii parties^ than the priociples.o^tKiyr 
one party. ' ,. T - 

' The narmtiTe cbaraeter of the an^ieat 
ballad has been preserved in a great num- 
ber of modern pieces of this class whiif^ 
turn npon some comic adyentufe^ p^^Q^e 
incident in ordinary life^ ajsd tW, length 
of ip^hich does not in general exe^d(.^][ie 
limits allowable in a song. That-theq^fi^e 
ipiolations of decorum in many qt dh/^, 
eannot be denied ; yet in that vespecjl^lt^y 

only 



ON SbNe-WMTING. iii 

Wif'^msL^iif the ta^te- c^ theif agr in 
iUibrSf' '{f^lMifed cotn|i<ositioAr; and they 
'^WftW^ could Si* ottt aH f he dialogue^ of 
'fJid^vte's '''time for^ Lof e^** had oo rea- 
iHlii i^ retire Mrben the sprig^Mly baUad jof 
^^ A Soldier and a Sailor" wts iatroduced 
lb it. In &e preceding ceatufj^ the court- 
'Ty fiucVliog gained great applause by bis 
Wfcdding Ballad, ^a'll tell thee, Dick, 
't^lie+e I have been/* which is, indeed, 
'r^fMki^able for the ease of its language 
%tUd die litelitiesd of its imagery. Prior's 
*' Thief and Cordelier " is as welj koo>wn 
'lU^*hte mdst elaborate' productioi^. Gay, 
-dp %b5n[| Goldsmith happily a^id, tliat he 
'^ad' a strain of foaUad^tbinking, has ex-: 
^^^fsiid h)^ taleM for natural description 
"^aSpketiiimetd with great felicity in his 
^iMekSttown ballads of ^ All in the Downs," 
'^IrtitP^'Twas when the eeas were roaring," 
^^ife'Hum of which is rather tender and 
''piiltheti& thitii gay ; though some of his 
^' other 



iiididetite in t'otnniori'llfe wbicbis "pt^pir 
tb 19ie ballad^ Ithe diction of i^viHch tKey 
klsof imitafe ih fbe eoaite ddd faiij[ilMk-;tAH 
of th<sir dinlect; ' That ibis dialect, bd^- 
evcr, is capable of tbe true patbetic. Is 
evinded by ibe fine aong or ballad' df 
*' Robin Griy/* ^bicb bas s(cai<C^ly its 
eq^ml for the touching effect of a uibfty 
Ifelated in the most simple and Bnkflfected 
manner, and with no exaggeration ''bf 
feeling. To the list 6f pieces id whi^^ 
liHle tale related in familiar langfii^0<;is 
adapted to vocal music, itgites nteptea* 
sure to add one of the lateA pi^diictiotts 
of a real genius, Mr. Scott, wbpj'iu«tb 
^*Marmion,** has 'presented aff'exdeiHettt 
specimen of the sprightly ball^^' iditdi^d 
of vulgarity,' yet preseWiiJg ii-cbairattter* 
istic ease and n^igence. '/<>•' 

Another 



ON S<^}fiJ^f^KnNG. jfjiiii 

««tyif|g.th6 memprji qfigc^^t ajc^iooe a,D(W)flg 
jifceiW?ftplfc anA rising fi^ wtioftal spir^. 

N4*Yal;«i;D)pilfi<;b^^|3 amopg us beea ps- 
^ pecinUjf < (^letir^ted* ^n tbo;9€» diUie^. w)^ich 
}baf4|.49ubde». much contributeijl tp. ^he 
'^ffofvifUiiy: of tbe maritime. ^ cbarai^fer. 
.Tb^ spa-^fi^ tit La HogMe wa£ t^ie sqjiigjl^t 
l^'j^liba)ja4rWelUki)0wn a century ago^ 
jF(9ii4M)U(P^^$?!FVjed in cpllectipna. ''Hoa^e/r's 
j^G^p^l;^'* written by Glover, had the doubje 
"tpufftf^iof panegjriziiig the liucces^of 

ftdli|ir«l rVeraon^ aoid exciting, discontent 
^witb>tbe jiif^cifi^lQJl^istry vKbich wasunwil- 
f lrtig»tQ<miter intou ^ifar witb Spain, It is 
mjliitt9niiniB,iWHP^ c^Uiyated style tlian 
bctfdinAry. i^^aUftds^ lyptdoes not deviate from 

•tpffOf^efiSimplicity* Many persons may 

now recollect the .first appearance of the 
},^iu.^/ popular 



brafitig the tiitihiplis of the gloriouv yettf 
4Mly .niiie, and liavie witiiessed Ae^ %rfi^* 
like etlthailasltn which it iilipired iw-tll* 
hearers. It maybe thotiglit a deg^radati^tt 
to the famous national song* *^Rule, BtU- 
tannia/* to rank it among tbiese compdi^ 
fiftions^ since its writer, Thomson or MaK 
let, evidently intended to giTC it a lyricirf 
elevation of style and sentiment; lt«i 
present use, however, assimilates it WiA 
the ordinary strains of street poetry; and 
ft cannot be doubted that it has prodrrc^d 
ti great effect in accustoming Britons td 
thip claim of maritime empire. ' ' 

From the preceding observations rela- 
tive to the different kinds of ballad-wf^ii 
tihg, it vrould appear that th^ (^ssent^ 
tharacter of these producfions consisli^ 4)4 
the narrative strain of the subject, joined 
to a- familiarity of language, ofterti ' f^ 
codiic effect, approaching to yul^titiy^ 

and 



ON SQ^SUWfim^G. ^ 

fc^n6]aR.n :I| w ;i<i faa<]j r^beyawl pcMrjr 

ititf<witisii&iQiis)( pHt 0J9 for tb^ipivpflse 
#f I giyieg.h ixest to ivit. ao4 satire, . . It 49 
119^1 ta 6i^uyle: the wprda with some trt vial 
10^0- already asgociated with vulgar hu* 
iQqur^ aiid. IB many ballads^ as well as jp 
|h0 Frenph vaudevilles^ each staaza coo*, 
dhides^with a whimsical combiaation of 
iM)«3^nii^<6^11abIe8^ called a ^rdm. 
h,: There is another species of sosg^ th^ 
||i]ab%uous i^ture of which seems to en^ 
jtHIe, it to^ a separate consideration^r-^tbat 
resulting from the union of pastoral poetry 
witb VQcal p»u^ic. Though the simplii^ity 
i)f,|a|ig|^kge appropriated to. these com- 
|i0^tiOB8 might seem to refer them to the 
H^fiUiad^class^.ye^tbey are separated from it 
j^y^^fl esseulial character. Pastoral is a 
p|^cie&of poetical fiction^ in which the 
nariPAers «ftnd »entiipent# are derived from 



7|lmfi['^^y>thi«git9xi^ tkae»; 

4fi(l«rMl )jf6 Sii^iMeb'eoiiatiteiltes-thddpropfe^ 
l)iHad; Tet^ ae/^ifte pictnrGls 6f naturiti 
IFbjeeti are real^ atiA th^ affections of- the 
lieiiii -whkh it- paints baTe 9a- isiotuaL !»- 
siddnce in the bntnan breasti 'eiraugh idf 
probability is retained to r^Mler theii ini- 
lerestiog* to ev^ry one whose henvt and 
fency are not shut against the lender emo- 
tions, and the iniages of rural beautjf. 
When these ideas, therelipfO/ haye> been 
transferred to song^ such eon^pontiovs 
have often become general fttourites with 
persons of all degrees of meatal ealtmre ; 
for they have natunilly been <flotbed n 
language simple^ but not coalM; ^andiii 
iheir siibjeets bitve' appealed to^ feelini^ 
eiimnion to allvranks. Byromfu^ytreii- 
known piece "My time, & ye Miises^l' 
*BHi printed in tbe Spec^ior^ ^b^ ibtb4 

familiarized 



ON SDKSSWIMTIN6. mwvi 

idqffugh tolas sbtiubdii . himI ,luf Ufieial ^ Oiii ai)if 
itiiiugriidltaiHfiii pf|stoaraki) Buf poeto;Of a 
ufauoh superi^vicki^ !h«ire oxerebed tbein- 

]uQd^rll}e>j9eeond'4f thfiS6i ia myiopiiii^^ 
bifi; superior merit. . Hiii piece beginDigg 
v^Oespetiriiigf beside a clear ^tremp'" ^fifh 
fJtBX9»ito fme a very perfect ^ampje of; Ilia t 
iii&it)ii. oB simpk: Jmigu^e witb iiatuftl 
«iidi!reiit*^^hil^hrbest rgiuita the kiiidoPf 
ificttoiir adopted> i and i^ capable. of jt^ 
^i»ttpaitlijetiee0^».i $I^p$tone,ha^ sia^ 
dei&¥€idy : pet ha|»si/ tbe pjrtnqipal i^hare, of 
ifai^))TdpittotWfi &om Ms fifixS^xwinc^ in 
^bblWalki fip^i i^liicl^, j(be ti^nderiiess, ^f 
Uv/fecjifii^. Und hk c^qilif^te tastjQ fpi; -tiip 
l^taiitks of ^raL aat^Te^ pecMliiiriy ,qu^ 
il^kdlii*!. hH^/' Pastoral J&illad in fo^r 
b'>>tn;Juit:.* parts," 



^aita/'.(hoJUgb unequal iait^cojppipofil^fM 
biisigiv^n aiucli pleasure to a]Jl>.w{]o, {we/'Q 
<;i9!pi9^ of entering into the ddic^^^f^^ 
the fiOft passion in its purest form. Cu^ 
njfighacn^ his adnairer and imitator^ h^ 
at least equalled bim in some pieces writr 
ten in bis manner. All pastoral poetry^ 
however^ it must be acknowledged^ tendv 
to a languor and insipidity proceeding 
(rom the monotony of the imagery and 
ideas^ and the radical want of that realUsf 
which is requisite for e:{^citing a lively 
iiiterest. 

Having thus proceeded through the 
diflR^rent forms of kindred and dubtoijif 
compositions^ we come at length to wh%t 
I should term song properly so e4ilIedL 
which; as a species of poetical wiFi^i^^ 
it is the principal purpose of this Essay 
critically to consider. If language and 
vei^cation resembling the^rude eflforits 
;^f learly poetry be the characteristic of the 

balladj 



ON SON&-WRWINC. ^^i 

tef(da/>%H« ' idhg^ should ^ be 'distiDgui^«4 
VflOii^'yp^kiib qualities of polfeh .a«id 
iVirttlctWfe^*/^ It likev^ie takes a ^ii^irf 
tfiirtiActifttf'fl'om its subjects, x^hieUdo not 
KSrnit df tiOntinued narrative, but AUft 
rktfier tbe^ ; expfression of emotions and 
sfelrtiiteiits; ''Asoiig, then, may bfe large- 

« 

ly'ldefined, a short poenty divided Mto pot*- 
^6H^ of ' rhtuming meastrrey adapted io^ ve^ 
'^ht musiiCy ctnd iurmng upon some singlk 
"Biought or feeling. This definition^ it Ivill 
be perceived/ leaves a wide scope for piai^ 
ticular subjects; and indeed I know of 
biy other limitation in this respect than 
wth as arises from the propriety of intro^ 
^iffcing some topics^ and excluding others^ 
^'the occasrions iri which song is usiiially 
in teqtfesft. Thp ancients, whose theolo* 
^tai system cOPmpirised deities of all fiinc^ 
'titos' a!nd charis^ters, cduld ally to the 
lifiost jdt'tttid strains of the lyric Muse the 
fbrtti bf a hymn to Venus, Cupid or 
^' Bacchus. 



kni HhetetAti^/'^ oltbdtigh ^^vovtt ^h^o^' 
hk^ UjfMnyitb}S^ ^heetk iklleA ' Spiihfttra) ' 

d^tt^fl^betwiieti tbem ftifdlfae vocitl slrttlflr^'' 
maitit for KEtmis^tiietit; Morlil topic8> b^dhl^ ' 
eitk, hstye not been entirely estloilecl ' 
from soiig'^writtii^^ and several pliad&g<^ 
produi^tions of this kind ^jsbt/ in^bidh 
cefttent> moderatioti^ and the^lranqmi^fi^ 
joyftient'Of life, ar e incirii^ted. 

Tbard 16 another fund of moral seuti-'^ 
nieiit/ if it may be so terthcdy from wbicb^ 
bMb aneiettt lyric poetrjr and mod^ 
songs ' have Arawn deeply. ^ I'his is th^' 
epicurean system Of "ethics, which/ ftMrti ' , 
the cons^ration of the shortness of Ui^, 
and the nbeertainty of hwhan affitirs, d^- ' 
rives an iticelitWe to presetit pleasam^ - 
This theme we find perpetually recurring ^ 
in IKe Odes of Ahacreon and Horaee, 

whence 



ON SON&^f^i^NG. xtfl/ 

v/jmhit <rob9ti|hiU%itbditHrev«jHii9>4trafwij 
ofjiS^pHiqaenitit: * i«i f».c«rtaiio^ tcmpemt^ 4(e^ri 
gn^Qiit leonksbed with '- tbe .rtfti^oul pbi)^ - 
soplijt bclfoce; Qieii|io«e<i# ' Wlian tCla^iaM! 
fusti»er> ifcimafy^jUAly excite, tlie ia«ii9H«)?: 
of 1^91 moralbtv whatever indulgeoce |n^ . 

pl^deidifprit o»4he|^rouiid»of precedeot. 

• ■ • » , . 

antlpbetieal fitness;^ Yet M Milton j iafais;^ 

'^ Cmiikv'' t ha« ' nut sccapled tp let 4^ , 

• » ■• . < 

adyocate of plieeiliire be jieard^ and tjba^ 
in/tefy pdr8Ma»^ver}lali^uag€V::trUstii]^: tl> 
th^ o0untorMtion of more^solid ai|^fimei|tf 
in tfe^ouf cf sobriety^ it mij^ht pcrhiiips \m 
exufiBs of tigouc to bapi^b from song^ 
pof)lff ei*r^ lively effusion of thi# kind* 

'ibte ideasur^ M^hitdrjthis^lax iooralitjr 
of 'If pete ; femfi bf^ea cbieflyi^^fsuplayedila; 
exeii«e.j^iid Tanisbj have>at|^ tinier been 
tbo»e»fif lo;?e.And wiii%)aiJkmahIe> jiiideed^ i 
in <Qri.€ef|ailft^:^d€|gree ta. eshUafr^le ^lbe : 

yjii^'J' > anxious 
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anxious lives of mortaki but altrsiyi proii# 
lo pass the bounds of moderMioo. Music 
bas lent a \viliing aid to these inQitentents; 
and the classes of amorous and drinking 
songs h^ve in all languages been the most 
eopiousljr furnished. There is^ however^ 
a great difference in the variety and com-^ 
pass of intellectual ideas a^orded by these 
two sources of enjoymeiit. The baccha- 
nalian has little more, scope in his lyrie 
effusions^ than to ring changes upon the 
bilaritji or rather ddirium^ inspired bjr 
his favourite, indulgence^ which puts to 
flight all the suggestions of care and me^ 
laticholy^ and lbro\fs the soul into. that 
state of felicity i^hich springs from exf 
a)ted animal spirits^ and a temporary 
suspension of the reasoning faculties. The 
essence, tliere&re, d£ this kind of pleasurfij 
if aUch it can be called^ is an excess-^-* 
something gross and degrading, adverse 
to thought^ and thei?&fore barren of sen^^ 

timentir 



ON SOWMTIiriNG. xipH 

Mo^Nladit muilt.be coi>fei|8^ that ^tuaj^ 
linifHig is ilc^M^flo^^^^fa h^nftily e^oyed m 
kl^^AwH^boni^iOf ^ f Anyiyial pa^ty. Bo)^ 
wMliitit^tapeh t#fi accppipamqieiit, the 
^lifkJkMg^pfig.flftttenf upon the ^ri^a}| 
liiAtiM 'gli»^i^/:i;i(jNreisiqii». f pjpear lijttte 
hitl » i»j ?tihaii c eiitr^yftg^nt. It is likewise 
ftpt^tOfiiAk 10 to coarseness and Tulg^ritjrl 
mHlk^-itfimiv^B^c^CQ^)^c%iov^sof vocal 
pmlf^ .m^ ife^if, but fr fspk9i\ admixture of 
pMMm4ii||iQsilioas^ ^hiqh succeed so well 
iafefJ9Mfiet|»ig.t||6 toblein 
W4iM% 0!$: t|if o^er band^ is, an inex: 
JhMJMHM^ M(mK^ of dc^rijp^tipn^ and seur 
thnfmKii'm wjtiifihhMl the faculties of tb^ 
tmiifM^y.he dispUjed in their operations, 
ifWl^«aif»ost. o?ery object in, nature may 
t^l *^* ^ • c find 






r, •••, ) 




tftbire' of matter to sobg-Vi^Hter» ;' a^ tfii^te 
ilr'^b ctrctittistknee belMgin^ t<^ t&'}^ 'fMsr^ 
slbii^W&icfrha^ not t>eeiii mtfde tfite ^Mrffi^t^ 
of cither ttiej^rave o* the4ifeJ^Wrkii^ »!? 
tlie lyrical Muse. ' • ^^ ^ / ' 
^ Tlieri is; however, a'greait difRrfdiMi^fStf 
the manner in which AiflTerei^t tfoets-hitv^ 
tireated on amatorj td]rie^. In t^lff ttn^^ 
when poetry was ' the ' georaide antf - flfl^i 
eipressiofi of the feclingis of the' heiirt; iSi 
l^ve ^0 this expression all the force^ *6f 
rlowibg language and 'imat^ryi'tifiittftf 
with the melody of tersitfcation, WWrtH* 
study of the pbet^ whethie"^ speafckinl^^lhe^ 

bi» 



ON SOWQ^Wl^yiNG. li^, 

bjWtfl»f!«»»o(E!* 8S«ldeyj9ft^4^o^ the,, imj^-^ 

^fytfpr^d) #pt*|e8iatbfl8«,i»hftiTaIly :^, 
tjHViRfAQtioQs ,th§y uf)4^i3#e>tp dc^t^e» 
XfiMjia^ral ntqde ,of ^rritii^g bps |>^ii^ 
V^iey^f yiii\ he, a4apt«4 . bjr »b4^i4 ^d, 
f^iWe JPpin^s, and -wijl, ^cUejjyyojf^j. 

ever maj be the changes ojf lashioo or .the, 
C«jG4i§ii|ec|U- of «rt, -Xl i» limited tq -no 
^g^fiT(^^o^Uy ; and its idea^.nre trande^^ 
aJiJ^frofi/Diie lang^Wge t^apother witboiit 
^U^lf^i^ojgu 4 ^ei^oi^L , froxn Sapp^ho . fij(^. 
JJorwje maj app^r^^^aft .^Dgli?^^^ 

W»8 n. .*n4, i«^ . fict, ,.s^i^b^ yfmom or 

WM<>P^ <tliepa^ ^liav^iltoQd at t|ie head 
%Mfm squga^i^Jkiich, jp |^ arran^^nifirt^^ 
^m^d ifpoQ mqnn^ rathef than su^ct, 

Q S would 



!»»;. 



.* * 



^jt^^varidu^ fortifa <<^f A^mtt, lidikHvittan^ 
^6al(^sy/bdpe^ de^pdit^^ suggesting a^ank 
guagc warm, ricli and fij^tihitiVe. a 

Biit m the progress of tiifental caitivlu- 
imn^ it is al\¥a js Touhd Aat the lo?^ of 
refinement or the atiibitidn df n^yvehy 
eatises various ibdiyidii^Is in atl't]ile'>drts 
id desert the plain and ortginal iHode^i^ 
^iercisiri^ them; and substitute something 
of greater cnriositt. Thosi/ iq pdelr{ir> 
iincommon thotigfats and fittierfhl eoBcep-^ 
iions have at cdftain periods taken plari:!^ 
of iiaiural description ; and metafi^b^toitl 
iiubtleties have been pursued/ to '*flie ne^ 
feet of the simple expressions of. fe^Htig; 
In no poetical department bas tKis ttaftnge 
6f manner been more coiispieii6ns< ttiEiii 
in Song-writing. Already^ in tbesotfmeti 
ind canlone of Petrarch ktid ot&er itali- 
a'ds, h&d love Assumed the ibaaracter of 'An 

assem- 



exercise ofnUie^wi^ Jth»«^;^8 a i?pj^^fq,.(^ 

Ae«beart.:;,;Tbi^ mode pf treating ;^t;,w^? 

icopied byolbf^ natiaos ^ tl^j advance^ 

itijlattered, pqjitf#/?g?; apd fJiq.pppqi^ ftf 

n^hicli lore was (^§.9Mbject be^ipp tis3ue^ 

tif singula aiu{ Cw-tfetc]bie45 though t3;.(lftfi« 

J^ighly iwgeiiiqflSi but.v^ry feippte .f{om 

^tjhferwg^stioins .of :real passion* ^^9^^ 

Wf i*W9 coa^wxnly 190^, up pne of . theyf 

tfaougbts, : whif^h^ .^fter $OQfie,tiiraiqg an^ 

.twist^iig, . andt . perhaps adpruing. M^ith ja 

^loileuthey bfoyghttp akio^ of epigrani- 

.gtiilH^t pioiiit,, Suptv is the id|ea of th^ 

Qimippdi^ by AmUrpsePhi^ 

JipsiotheGi^dian^ N^26:^ .^ndilhistral^^ 

ibyi feirof9p<pciiqp^. For the perfectiQii of 

i»fl0fQg Jl^neq^i^iije^ ''aa exact purijtj of 

sllyte,; Wfk , the 'ciofit ^a^y ^i^;i^ ^9"^}^ 

\ii-i ; numbers. 
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ttXTffl AN E^SAt 

i)uiP9er8^ an elegant an^ uhaffectefl tdfra 
of wit. witti one uniform and sirbi)fe 

•«.,,, " "^ 'i »■ "« • « . • • 4^ . 

design:" ,and he further' sAys that it 

^'shoulg oe ponducted like an ej^igtaiii^; 

and that tlie only difference between th^ 

, is^ thajt the hne does not require the lyirlc 

^piimhers^ and is usually ein ployed' U^6n 

, satirical occasions^ whereas the businid^s 

of }he other is to express 

\- ■' ' ' « -♦.... : . .•'.•' • « -,f 

« LoTe's pleasing cares, and the free joys of wiiie/' 

o. To the French, Phillips assigns the 

;[ Kputatipn of surpassing' all nations in 

tb^ , excellence of thei^ songs, though 

. jbe, intimates that the j are apt to con* 

. fouqd soDg with epigram. A simitar 

-confusion Congreve, in his ^'Double- 

JDealer,** atUributjes to. the lively coxcomb 

Briskj when he repeats a piece which he 

calls '^ an epigrammatic sonnet." 

Now, although I cannot but be of 
opinion that sopg coniposed upon this 
principle deviates from the original tjfiodel, 

and 



Vvrxxt 



.KfA MA^H?. adapted to that union, with 
Jfms>c which enhances the nower of both 



if\}^W^^] potions^) jet it must j^e^ a^^ 
^]|^(f^lfdg?d that many yery pleasing pro- 
^ ductiens bare been the result of this idea 
, jQif.so.^g- writing ; and that^ in a collection 
for readings the class of ingenious' and 
tpittif songs ^ould be foiind peculifcny 
attractive. 

In an arrangement of sorlgs a^cOi^ing 

to th^ir subjects^ a place would be clkinJed 

by ttie lovers of the chase for ffimt^" 

spn^s, t|[ian which none are actually siiig 

w^th )}igher glee^ though their merit often 

; arises more firoip the musical combdifer 

than the writer. Some of these a^e id me 

narrative strain/ and rather beldng'to 

.^the ballad class. ' ^any have a baceha- 

^^ Haliap clofe^ which, douhtle^s^ contributes 

, to, thp animatfon with which they are 

reheafkd 



n:r 



rebflMsUdifiy the tei^tividtrpar^, re|hi«|og^ji 

ill? af ^eftfs sV4)r J ^k^wiige t)lmtrK)in0.fif)stb||;.i 
divisiohi^^ift/ Bagluh - ybdtl . catfipN^UftWf?) 
sbotild be'lhat of -Mod f&mg^ r I^i^piftp^f t 

ing to the mad characters wWd| 4i?e>^j^ 

w 

kommoB in the dramaMs' {len^nas j>£^, ofir 
ptft}i8; The' "songi liilder this * * titJ^i ' 9,^*. 
generally . distinguished by tin incd^r^Dli . 
rant, which costs much less to theuwe^^: : 
Hon thain the developaieiit, and decor^tioii. « 
of a'ratioQa}^ idea. If acdtagican: witb-* 
any advantage be framed' upon the «u|i-.. 
posed conceptie^s-of a luna.ticvMit« mwt 
hdout in -which some preyniling. ideai, : 
thecausid and etoedce' of the madness,. i«/ 
pursued in a, wild' but nM un^onneeted'; 
strain^ with varied and fanciful itsukgmyi/^ 
Tjb^ effect of suoh a pi^e^^ .aidddciby^j 
suitable -music^ ntay be singularly > loutifcH a 
iug; of which an e)cample is giveii byA 

the 
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Some shorty hu\^ry4\^tmi^'dKL9$k\0p^ ' 
isfie^sdrigi^iynJIhis itivid 1^^ a$^igti€94 l;a> Uie 

^{t^tMialna to tidd a few ^wik dn ib^ 
80^1*^ whence the test fin^ish soiigs arf^ 
ta 'be>deri%ed[,' 

II* might 196 expected Umt the writers 
who^ have best succeeded in other poetical 
effUsrioM would also excel in this; for 
tastl^ aifid gemtisare not confined to par^ 
tit^tflar walks in the same art, but display 
tb^m^lves in all that they attempt. And 
in fact^ when great poets have chosen to. 
uttbend in these minor exertions, tbey 
have generally exhibited the master-band. 
Among 'the occasional and miscellaneous 
pbetrywhich forms a department in the 
works of our most eminent writers, are 
gcflieriiliy ifound some pieces of the song 
kfMi'fiot unworthy of their reputation. 
A.^reatef number^ however, are to be met 
'^ with 



mAet^ but bav^ j^oi^ particiij^r^ qfjfljj^x- 
ed ^i perlv^fmance» of .,% JkigJ^|^,^5j^d 
i»iiii]8ui^cila$fi..' Of these, . , ,, ^^^^-j^^ 

, \ « ' .. i JO ■ ■ f th^ wits of eiHier Charlos^H/d^p^^fj ^^^^ 
/' \ The v^o% of g^tlemen who ^rote with|ea£e*V 

%ere exanipkr; thougfay fbr the most 
'^&rt, that ea^ degexvecated into 2i'ift#g]l^* 
g^facfe which prevented th^fr^m^olilli- 
h^g their strains to the cequmtQ. d^f^. 

• ^beir licentiousness, lik^wise^ ; im^rjt^ a 
'^iint to most of their pr^uction$»%liad 
■e\etk sometimes appearedi in ;iil coars^^ii^ss 
of language littl6 cOrrtepondiiig'^^iWlh 

' What might be expected- iftihe «t^ of 
ihen of fashion. IVfan^^ sprigbliyl>Agd 

'unexceptionable songs, 'homeyeP^xrh§^ye 
i)ehu composed by 'writers of the l^iext^* 
tng description^ both in eacHer an^tjictisr 

>]p%riods; and upon the whole, the works 

of 



ON sMn3f3ll*6*riNG. Ml 

^Onif ^fugitive ktid ixfiseellafiedlis poetry^ 

often written by persotfV vfho 'hwe taken 

up tbe^ peii oiAy for occasbaal amiMeiiient^ 

buf havie been well qualified to bestow 

'^tpbtk^^ihart compositions the earn aiid 

^SNib re^aisiterto give them value. Even 

-4M<>«]DreMrespM table of tbe period icai 

^^lAIieatiom:» afford specimens of son^- 

. ^4w4tkigv the early attempU of?young poqts, 

^'^Aich are pleasingly marked with tibe 

^^arm-feeUngfi and active knaginatioa4;ha- 

'i«^tei98tic of tiiat period of life* 

i'^ 'lH^^> ' partibfidarly those of the last 

^^Bttd^ihe preceding century^ frequently 

"^ ifldirodiice songs in their scenes^ some of 

i^Whiefr '*a^e composed iQ' the best style. 

I'ltJifn^reve has one in leach of his comedies ; 

^>Ji*'^ .' • ... . and 



|(($gfal^l^ ltd bweA^^ecteA/sudbnoii^ ad» 
dition to tbeir^^^dteftfi^klitisitt^J .rnBbiyi^l'Bnf 
^ili|itefiji0iiX6tf«^bj^ tbe^nKtnatistiiiiiil^If^ 
mid issmiet imesi % i ii^ friend i^ and nnt/iiini 
irdqtientij:are^i9iiperioe % ct^esri j^kid^tki 
Ai6''pieDe c/U^bkh they' aeconipanyj^iiiit; 
ti^^ht'baf e beigri ^xpebted tfaf^tif h^.m^odcra 
introduction of comic operai^<Hi eur^ktac^ 
#otJi<d ha.'ve afibr4ed an alNitddanl; Bhotas of 
bi^pfoved 80iigs(, since «niu6ifal airs. are 
nu' essential part of tfapse deaiDasj> fbuli» 
%^hethe? from tbe inferior poetical talents 
of thoise wbo bare beep em pbyed ib tbcss 
^iriirrks^ Of from the eirt^itaistance of di|P 
s^oiigs being written to the tunes^ infiteaf^ 
of tlie«e being composed to the sotigsj it 
is t. fact, that very few are to be foi|nd in 
tbem deserving a place in a standing^^coli- 
kction. Still l0S9 aid can be proiotifre|l 
frcfm the pieces written for the orcbestDOfe 
:* ' .• •.....;•-•. of 



ON scraeavuffiNG. ^0$ 

of)tiietfpubtec!gaideDs>: fukidnothdbrpldimi 
cKi> alBudemenil; t wbieh^artf ffir thi9;\ms^ 
^Brtrex4r)efiicljrfeoiiteidpttb}ei{ ^>!t r,i Kujrl^ 

instatrce bftihe'eempQsitidQ of 'sa«^ ^)f<ir 
die lexprefiB purpose of filming' par4 of ^1t 
dDllectioni;^'tiwii the recent Ooe of >Bur«ct 
idbtee-iatdst p6iBtieal exertiobs were Hi^de 
fioif ther eervice of a spirited coHeetovof 
ISeotAkli llrodaJ pdetry . KegardiDgb]3WoiA: 
axfta iiatibttaJ<:publication^ be enricliedjj; 
Aith many pieces df singular itierit, both 
dfi'ithe tehdet ! and * the - buBRdrous -kind ; 
mo/i indeed (noi moderii poet seems lo bave 
pfdssessed 'SO iliappy a' talent for strng^^ 
%rriliag» whdn -bis taste was not oont^^i- 
liatedb^y bis htfbits of vulgar excess*'! > 
ir F(roiii tUe di&reiif sources aboVe enu^ 
iberat^; A number of these pleasing coal^ 
^maitions mdy be sdected; wbieh wtll d/^ 
jiobbdr'^o Etiglf^h-genius, and are well 
Entitled to preservation as a portion oftbe 

mass 



dBdtlj^ jof theirs <9a|cK^iMH>i|<(Wtlvr«q|i9f^; .qC 
the most agreeable strains of ^nin^f ^} . 
htemooyw 8i(eh a $electipn( (^as l^e^^e 
nbjeet of jtbe> present editor ;« aod althoug^^ 
he is well ilivare that an uniformitj^.,Qi('^ 
judgement reipecting the admissioq aod^ 
rejection of particular pieces cannot l)p. 
expected^ he presumes to hope that Ifo, 
shall not be thought chargeable in geqf lal 
either with inserting mean, vulgar^ a;^^ 
improper articles^ or with omitting thp^ 
of acknowledged and decided excellenc^^^ 
There exists^ indeed^ a numej^Qus class of, 
pieces of a middle rank> many of which>, 
by musical or other association6> may hayp, 
been rendered favouritefi to individual 
readers^ who will be disappointed at n^ti 
finding them in the list; but it ha? bfien 
much more a point with the editor to give 
a select than a comprehensiTO collectioqii. 
After much consideratjon respecting;, 

arrangement^ 



ON soUitsmmnnG. zi«iit 

^^]iir^tfiat'ikilc^'k'iA\6iAfiiflo Pfistorabi 

tkfM^"JBiiiaSs,''¥rUt% In their «aB«ier< 
aiitt'^iflgeefi %«v«Ae great^tt i^ah^tyjtb' 
tB^ ][H€6f!8 <f«ai|i«Mng' tli6 body ol* stiitr 
cHli\ei^n:i •■' • ■ ■■■is-, 

■'•OFSbHi^mottprtffMy Mr esAlei, tb^ 
^tSf d^Mfihci c««9ists of ihB Mond mkt 
MibiWeM&ad. Of 'the farmer of these^ 
wcHM likv^ been cboseu as tacalcate » kind 
<if cAki «ttd i«8sonable philosot^y, not 
td'^tf^verti'^ 4«i<be''iii4oQftii3tent vftth tke. 
clAii^kytfkaS- of ^0ttfl' i&ystc in wcvtij, 
ahM^rtleipoftdiitg^ With sionvd of th« sober 
AHkU «^'the<H(»i^iaa lyre. 

n^A^'in^y scanty assortiiient of Cauvimil 
5i^^>i8Uceeed»/' dedicated to the festal 
bodM/anii'idiftilto^ the gaiety and fhec* 
dWiti'ttf!th« ./»(|^t^9<»&tit; lays. Itwaaim- 

"I"'"-/ ' possible 



iwMiKy i^ceh^ fntli SMyg-^Il^^ 
Vut as I feel no umbitiofi to )^ r cgirf tffli i 
fts a priest <0f Ba<^ebii», i> ltliv«i liofii^d^Aiy 
ehfike^lii af8mills))64*iQ^»'Ofl4!(b$eMrM 

)iave<b^ea inspired by if it^nd' pbetryj^ lef 

» 

tircU a9 iby wiiw; "^ '^*. '"' ' -' -• 'i^'"'* ^• 
Tl>e great boUc df the v^ttinc; i»ir<ym-^ 
poded^of Amc^ory Songs, \vhieh'so*iimch 
exc^eed all 4itbers in tiuii}ber> tbat^Odpkl 
oiay 4)6 regarded- lift) the pecuti^vE^f j^ df 
tong-'wr iters. I n ihiete wil 1 »be-fiWiiid ever^ 
kind ef expreseioii-of tfaepussteii i>f Ibvej;^ 
and the circumstances attending^ it; ^^ilh 
^e exception of such agi^voitkl'giTeju^ 
o0en<;e to delicacjr- It has idrendf b^a^ 
ilttimated thiit tbere haw ibisen^'two ptt^ 
?ailiag maiia^ of treatifigi»n' this^ a^bdi 
lion by the authors of -ihese -odn^jpMilibnd' 
•-^-the passhrMe and descripUce; ^tffeid ^Hlb' 
wittt/ and ingmwu^^ , YetJasrtlief a#e fi*i" 
qucntly blended, so fl34o rondenit dbiM^M' 

to 



ON SQIKLVUriNG. xlte 

t«t .irl^tkiL 4^9m «i*iiie6e > cmM ^di^ ni^ 

I^^Jmw hem arraiaged en tbe ^nerai 
i^ l^f pMccediB^ frop tlMt fnitelj pai^ 
^ntte to, th^ puiely. iageoiotts, ieaTti^ 
a large intermediate space : for those: of 
d^ijous or c<M»plex charaeten 
; M I were to proaouaee in what class 
ff'tliose competitions our EngHsh»Htr. 
writei9 have displajed the greatest degree 
^£exc^^me, I should say, in that which 
eontaips .the tender a^. aideni expression 
^the amomus passion ; and particular^ 
in those wfaioh describe the symptoms and 
wdiqati^insof kire-^^^ topic originally de- 
meA from Sappho's celebrated ode, but 
dwolt upon with much additional detail 
oftobomostances in severa) of the pieces 
h«te inserted. I am mistaken if nrore 

treth and ddieacy of representation can 
hft met with ia the amatory poets of any 

d other 
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and it is pleasing to observe that man j of 
the best specimens are distinguished by an 
air of sin^eriijr and faithful attochment^ 
equally remote ffora^ licentious heat and 
from frivolous gallantry. 

Notes have been occasionally apnexed 
to particular 6ompositipn« hiy v^.^y.qf criti** 
cal remark or inforroirtiom. Tke/^sign- 
ment of pieces to their respectite authors 
has been made as correctly as my inquiries 
would enable me to dp. it ; but tKere ar^ 
still some^f disputable pi?ofiert)y» und too 
many^ even of the best^ entii^ly ff^non^'** 
mous. 

I doubt noA that evecy reader j^ill h% 
gratified by my concluding this Essay with 
the following |iiece from Mrs. Barbauld's 
PoemSj addressed to me as the author of 
the work which was the predecessor of thf 
present volun^e, 



ariTijjw.a'/.o? ?;g j/-'m v. a 



1 mUJ. iodocto primiiin ,se exercuit area ; 
^ Hei mihi quam doctas nunc babet ille ihanos ! 



"•J 
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, Wheji. Cupid, wanton boy, ivai jonng, 

liis Wings unfledged, and rude his tongud, 
i t h -■ iiig |5itei^^ in Araufiao iiowert^ 

n p.}-^ Aod^ Mid hlsbovr iti wjresths «f ^Wert; . 
,:..;. pr.piar^d«o^efaoduogoaiiieAl»aiil 

With now and then a random darft : 

But heroes scorn'd the idle hojj 
' And love was but a thepkerd^s tojr : 
'* ' When VifflHiB, ?6xt to seeker fdiiU 
r I- Aoaidat tktt fofeils tht» rtn wlU^ . . 

Would point hiol oat some nobler gaqiej 

Gods and godliic* men to tame^ 

She seized the boy*s reluctant hand^ 

And led htm to the Ttrghi btody 

Whare^e sister Mosee rooAd 

Sw^ll the Akep majestic sound) r 

. And ip solemn strains unite^ 

Breathing chaste^ seTere delight: 

Songs of chiefii, and heroes old, 

In unsubmitting rirtuer bold ; 

d2 Of 
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Of even Taloqr*s temperate heat, 

And toi|»]te stuhhem patitom §mett} * ^ • > V, 

Of nodding pbmcJkidmdi^(uraishtAnns<f> i 
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The poteiU 80i|iEds Jike iightdisif dart 

Resistless: tbroogh the igiowhig heart ;^ 

Of pmrer to filt thefixsed so^ 

High o^erfofftime's prond 'oaatfoiil f 

Kindling de^ff>rophtthsmai|iiigi : : i.^ 

LoTc of beauteous dieath wfiiibiBg) ^ ^ 

Scorn, and unconquerable bate 

Of tjrant firide'r unhallow'dsiate* ' 

The bo7 abash'd, ind half afraid^ . • ^ 

Beheld each chaste immortalniaid i . 

Pallas spread her aegis theca; 

Mars stood bf vriih threatening air ; ^ 

And stern Dixna*s icy look 

With sudden-chitt his bosom struck^ 

^^ Daughters of Jore, roteive the ohild,'^ > 
The queen of beauty ^said^ and siraleds 
(Her rosy breatk peFfumed th.e air, « 
And scatter'd sweet oontagion there; 
Relenting nature karat to languish^ ^ 
And sicken'd wfih 4c%htfel anguish :)< 

• ' . -^ - ' ' . ' ■'' 
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<< RcGcifoliiiii^ mttlcss yefc^iAdiTOiiAg^' 
Refine* htSi-nify andstMolbflBirf tQiigiib|ir v^' 

' Conduct hiBvitiH«Qglhyoinrf^nr!rif9iioillrMSf 
£nrieh'd with fair perennial^owers^ 
To soleoMi sJndeB) andaprii^Bdiatiie 
Remote from eaoli'tiiiiiallDW'd'eye; 
Teach him to ^ieU:dH>se mystie namei 
That kindle Mght immortal iames ; 
And guide Idff joinmp uapractisod liwt 
To reach coyJCiOsraiDg^s loftf swt;*^ 

Ah lui^klew hour ! mistakeo maid3! 
When Cupid sought tho Muset' shades } ' 
Of their sweetest aotes begiiMed 
Bj the sly insidbiwdiSd, 
Novf of power his- duts are found 
Twice ten thousand times to wouiid*' 
Now no mofe the sUekett'd striogs; 
^.Breathe of high immortal things, 
But Cupid tones tira Muses' iyre 
To languid notes of soft desire \ 
In eyery dtrae^ in eweiy tongue, 
'T is loTc inspires tile poetfs «ongb 
Hence Sappho's soft infeetioBs page i. 
Monimia*s nroe, OthcBo*s rage; 
Abandoned Dido's fruitless prayer, 
' And'£loisa*s long despair ; 



The 



The g^irbiad) blest with m^mj a tow^ 
For haughty SaobariMa'B brow ; 

That Ffilrarpb laid oa l^num's hearse. 
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But more than all the sister quire^ 
Mask: eonfess'd the pkasipg fii^» 
Here soTereign Cttpi4 veig9!4 a^Que ; 
MasiQ and song were all his oiirn*. 
Sireettts ii» odd Areadiaii )i]ai»8, 
The British pipe has caught the straimi ; 
And wh^re the Tweed's pure current gHdes^ 
Or lifly rolls l^er fimpid tides, 
Or Thames his ooaj waters Iiiads 
Through rural boinera or jdAoiw mimdBf,. . 
With mvtiy an old romantio talis 
Has ch^r'd the lone sequestered vale; 
With maoy a sweet and tender lay 
Deceif ed the tiresome summer day. 

'T is yours io qatt witb happj^ aii 
Each meaning yerse that speaks the heart. 
And fair array'd ia order meet 
To lay the wreath at Beauty's feet.* 
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A WBKTC9 long torCvrtd wUb dis4ai]i. 198 

Ah! ChWiS) >otttd I now tiiit fit, ^ . .831 

Ah, hdw sweot H If to knre I J)rgdmi. » .1 10 

All sUy I th turn I »Jlwliiihct vnmlA 3WII 49* d^^HfrnH' 91 
Ab 1 tell ino ftot IM JMloiii fe#ff . .99 

AhlteUnienoaiore,0iyclearcu'i*w4Ui^8ifh, Wi^Boit. 11% 
Ah f the shefjierd'g vonrDfol f»te ! K^mUtm* • 19 
Ah i why nku«t words my iSaqw reyeal ? • « 99 

AlozUshiinn'dhiifelloirswalm, Pr4^. • 19 

Airmtheibo«ni8th6lleetwaiiiMoiM Qtuf* 9 

All my past life is mipe no WMT^^ Jo c J Itrttr . ^ 919 

Af AivoretwMlFhyUUfft jK<r Oir j^qroye^ . 144 

As on a smtoier's day Ro»e% . • 13 

JKs ne»r a weepipg spring reeUned Mn. Barhmild. 9l^ 
As the snow in valleys lying, • . 899 

Awaki;, awa[^e^ my lyre ! Cowky^ « • 190 

Away« let nq|ight to Jiovo displeftliDf, QHUrt C^ptr. 151 

Blest 9S the igimortal Gods i$ he, jf^ Philip. • 70 
Born iq yon Ufize of orient |ky, DarwUu k 50 

Bnsy, curious, thirsty fly ! • .64 

By my sighs you may discoTer • • • lOB 

By th^ gaily^clrcliog glass DtiUon^ . 64 

Can 



ebtlovehe tonirdMhy 9d^mi9^' ' M0M9i r : ' \;Jit^ 
¥lkiiA IcYiBg ftmro' tfrer pfdfe . • •- , ♦ ^, -''■ ^ ; ^Idt 

^Mia,4ttdt^^y<M^i0Biqfti^ . • ..;.'T«8B 

^elia, todlate ^u w^Hld r^nt, H^akh, . - » -'^gSi 
4SlOd, with masyn^hildiili wile, jrMMiM,Aij«k . Hfl 
€MoelNrf»k''a»A9iiyftpipeai«^ v « ' *• %MI 

Chloe '8 the wonder of her sex, Laasdown, • S23 

Ctiloris, yourself you 80 excel iToUbr. • - • '(N9 

I^A&ie, all ye f^atht whote hearts e'eriiM Cttmiy* lA 
Comev dear Amanda ! quit fhe towtf « • - • 41^ 

Come here, fond youth, whoe'er thoa ike Mfg. BtfrfcmUL' • Sf^ 
Come j Tet us now resolve at last SkejfUd Jf.'^f Jhidt.' 1 W 
Come, shepherds, well follow the kea/n^fCmmnlngkamit Sti 
Come, tell me where the- maid is found lAtik. • 844 
Come, tliou rosy-dimpled boy^ Parrot. • « t05 

6orinBa cost me many a prayer, # • • SlSu 

tSbrinoa in the hioom of youlh^ Lamiotm. - • 'flflfft 

Cupid, forbear thy cbiHteh arts f • • • 179' 

Gupid, instruct an amorous swuin » • • 

Cynthia frowns wheAe'er I woo her^ Congrwei 
'■• • •. . ■ ' •• / 

Daphnis stood' pensive in the shade,^ Gay, • IT 

Dear Chloe, while thus beyond measure #- ^ •149'^ 

Di^r Colin, prevent my warm bhishes, - • • • • ftlHi 
Direr is my little native wile, RogWk • - « 4 ^ditl 

Despairing beside a clear stream, • ^MUme. ' '• * 11 :. 

Dorinda'ssparkling^wH and eyes -. - •.• v ^Nil : 

Dried be that tear, my gentlestf lovey R. B* SkerUUm. i<Ot> 

- ». .. i - i»»i i 

Fair Amoret is gone astray, Cokgr^ve"^ V' -^-(90^' 
FAir, wid soft, and gay, and young, • « 1^38* 

Fickle 
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"iMr ever, Fortune, wilt thou yvmfPr: -Vhmmmti . f.v ^MP 
n»m all uneasj^ passions Imi-^ < Bk 4M^ Jkttf.Bmk. > 19 
Steukher, a1asl;.«iHl|eniUe'iiiirl0|ie» '. XTtMllb.^ .. - 19 

SlDniplaiSi^iJiplM*^ .forlorn,^ f«^ ' Skeh^'-ji'. pti-MMt 

Wmmk thy waves, stonny Lanaow» 1 4j» Amm- S m tmi » - 12| 

i t>'> .... ... , . • , *. 

' • ■• ■ ■« 

GMtkair, thoa-brealh.itff loverH « - - « « ^9 

CSve me more love olpiilore 4iadaiii| > i?ins«r« ^ • . J(M 

Co, lovely rose I Witlkr* • • ■ « Sl^ 

Go, pUiitttive ftoxoA ! and to the fak BamUtpn, • IS4^ 

Oaf (ell ABiyiiia,'gei^ swain, Dvydefi* • 74 
Good madam, when ladies ans wiUing^, 

' Imd^ M. fr4 Montagu. . fill 

RaB to the myrtle shade, £eff.> « • • 119 

Raid is the fate of him who loves, Tkomtms • ^ 

%ve you not seen the timid tear lAttU* • . 948 

'I£t^ that loves a rosy cheek, Crnnm* • . 166 

Huiest lover) whosoever, SuekUng* • • 8S' 

How bright the sun's declining rays J. Condtr. • IdS 



confess thou 'rt smooth and fair^ • • 1-87 

I'iidbutlook and lovtf awhile, Qiway, • . 104 

I hUve a silent sorrow here, R. B, Sheridan, 135 

1 tatarfc'd his madly-rolting eye, fF. • .59 

I pr'^ythee send me back my heart, SueMing. • • 19S ' 

I'liak*d t» my flttttifiritfg heart, Ltturu Sophia Temple* 50 
I tell thee, Chamrion, could 1 time retrieve, Congreve, SOT 
If^ tft*that breast, so gqodf so pure. Sir J 4 Moore, 100 ' 
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ir8»v«Kthou(lidaijoytobjind.w ; llm»'A«lll«|itf«.- r ♦..'o0A 
il4^ not, Olia^ in our g>«irfflr MtMi4g^^' • r . i!*d IjMI^ 
Vt'LovtfABd Rpaioone?]tHnftgre»' V .;r> . r . ..^..j/.Vtt- 
lf >«be quick ipirit of ymir ty# . /'<i«wp.r. - V Ml: 
If wloe and music haye the power* Pn>n 81 
Ili:Chloii»8U;M»filcMtilli aKriB«» iMniEfon^^ *..SCI9) 
In vain you tell your ]>artios lover Frior, , v 7T; 
ta.VaU}, dear Chloe^ yon suggest W^kstttt, • . «, ^0. 
Itt ^ain, foQd yo«tb 1 thy tgwrs gift «'eri • .a- M^ 
It was a wiBter^s fiveni|ig»aad faM 4»|i4« down thf f^iir- . (^ 

iOtiyfs charmiog villce and faoe • • . . ». (-M^; 

Lftte when lote I seem'd to slifhty 
Laura, thy sighs must now no more 
Lesbia, live to love tmd pXegmref 
hct ambtttoiDftre iby mind, Comgrmie, 
liSt not love on me btttow . Bimki. 
tuiet the ambitious fa¥oiUF lind JD0rsU^ 
Love arms himself in CfUa's eyes 
Love still has something^ of the sea 
Lovers a dream of mighty treasvrii 
Love 's but the frailty of the «iind 
Lncy^ I think not of thy beauty^ 

Mirth ! be thy mingled pleasures mine, Hotkoby* • 60 

Mortals, learn your lives ^o measi^e » .y . 6ji 

tay banks they aire fumish*d with bees, Shtiut^ne, Sd 

•f y dear isistress has A h^art Hocke^Ur* • ^ » JLJp 

Ji^ love was fickle ^pce and changing, ♦ . ii« \^ 

No 
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1^ Oelia, that IJH^flA^ Sfcrffejf. ^ ' > ^f - i ,4^>al8ifi 
iM^oQ beds of fadiog' flowers'' .2Dnfi»m'i' . -^Ji i«t^ ^» 0.14*1 
ll6«r sf e mj/ goddeis, *«(i»tMy bm^ ■ - ^ . - U .-; ^ : {\ 'trdOV 

d^Seaf that crM'^oiib^g bf<yw>l Bv^fi £dtef>rfivH S98) 
diiiieiii6l'y ! thou RM[d[ decefVerV r CMimHh. •' - w «: 4£t 
d^iJapcy, wilt ttie* g6 with Ino, !P<rff^« ^ '. ' ^ IW 
d^Wyraph! of Fortune*! ffnUes teWftl« 9^/b«lir* i lid 
(§'ermooHattd5aM'moakitahiS| rii<ley baiT«iifttfdi»3re« -> ^: 

Oft on the troubled ocean's face ... - . 180 

Oh ! Henry, sure by every art FT. Smyth. . 157 

6^! turn awa^ those cruel eyei, « ' ,' -; SdO 

tHil what is ih)6 gain of resdeis eai«v fr; Smytk, • > 4ff 

^ young Loehiavar is cone out of the west, • t 

''^- water fy^. a 

011 B^Mdera's bcieom lyings A^FkORpt, • iSt 

01B evipry hill, in every ^bVe, ^tOtvn* 4 » 1$ 

biie Qbrning very early, one moming fit the spitof , * ^ - 1 

c<n , ■ . ? 

yiraadi not to me your muity fides, Btttton^ • . 4f 

^^pared to rail, resolved to pari, XenfilMw. . ^1 

k'^ttypih'otj'say, when I wataway, . » 224 

Pvfsuing beauty, men descry • .. . %A$ 
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Itoon^ Love's Elysian bowers U$Htiimnerp^ * 179 

^*- '^y-p-. ... . . ..' 

^Mr, iQvely dream, where couldst IItqu tisd Wi^n- • 9S9 
t6y, Myra, Why is gentle Ibve I,$lMim» • ICQF 

lay not, Olin^a, I despise ^ ^ .17^ 

- ^: Say, 



8av, sweet carol ! who are tliey Joafina Haillie. * , &&^. 

Send home my long-strky d eyes to mc, Donne^ « ^^ r 

SHnll T, wastkiF in despair, G, TTifAer. • . J85... 

K ^■- ■». -A ^.*. '/ :.i .•...'.'. ^. ' •- ... '■j'^"'ii ■•;:• 

She loves, and »he confesses too ; Cowley, . 240.., 

Should some perviftrse malignant star • . 247 , , 

I^IoV spreads the ^looni my sOoI desires, Burns. • I3C2. 

Stella and Flavia every hour Mrs. Pilkington, . . 244 . 



Still to be neat, still to be drest, B» Jonson, • 166 . 

Sirepbon lias f^ishion, wi^ and youth, Mrs. Tai,lor. 178 

St^cphon, when you sfee roe fly • • . 102 ^ 

Sfvain, thy hopeless passion smother, . . 2Sl 

Sweet maid» I hear thy frequent sigh, 3fr«. Opie, 97 

Take, oh take those lips away i i • 214 

Tease me no hiore^ nor think I care Dr» GlynH. i 206 

Tell me no more how fair she is; King Bp. of Chichester* 12^,. , 

Ten my Strephon that I die ; . . . ^ 134 , . 

That which her slender waist confined Waller. . 216, 

The gloomy night is gathering fast. Bums, . 50 ^ 

The Graces and the wandering Loves . • 169 

The heavy hours are almost past LytteUon* 80. 

ITie merchant to secure his treasure " Prior. . 231 .. 
The rose had be<*n washM, just washM in a shower^ 

. Cowper*. 4& 
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/; 



V 



Th 



ere 



There lives a lasi^npon tbe creen, , t . 164 ^ 
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1 WAS when the seas were roaring 

With hollow blasts of wind, 
A damsel laj deploring, 

All on a rock reclined : 
Wide o'er the foaming billows 

She cast a wishful look, 
Her head was crown'd with willowft 

That trembled o'er the brook, 

^^ Twelre months are gone and over 
And nine long tedioas days ; 
Why didst thou, Tent'rous lover, 
Why didst thou trust the seas ? 
Cease, cease, thou cruel ocean, 

And let a lover rest : 
Ah ! what 's thy troubled motion 
To that within my breast ? 

B « The 
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^^ The merchant robb'd of treasure 

Views tempests io despair ; 
But what's the loss of treasure 

To the losing of my dear ? 
Should you. some coast be laid on 

Where gold and diamonds grow^ 
You '11 find a richer maiden, 

But none that loves you so. 

^^ How can they say that Nature 

H-as nothing made in vain ? 
Why then beneath the water 

Do hideous rocks remain i «. 
No eyes those rocks discover. 

That lurk beneath the deep, 
To wreck the wand'ring lover 

And leave the maid to weep/' 

All melancholy lying 

Thus waird she for her dear, 
Repaid each blast with s^hing, 

Each billow* with a tear; 
When o'er the white waves stooping, 

His floating corpse she 'spied ; 
Then like a lily drooping 

She bow'd her head and died. 

Gat. 

All 
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ri^AMM^M^^ 



All la the Do was the fleet was moor'd^ 
The streamers waving in the wind^ 
When black-eyed Susan came on board, 
*' O where shall I my trae-loTe find? 
Tell me, ye jovial sailors, tell me true, 
If my sweet William sails among your crew 2" 



William, %hio high upon the yard 

Rock'd by the billows to and fro. 

Soon as her welUknown voice he heard, 

He sigh'd, and cast his eyes below ; 
The cord glides swiftly through his glowing haitds, 
And quick as lightning on the deck he stands* 



So the sweet lark high poised in air 

Shuts close his pinions to his breast, 

If chance his mate's shrill call he hear, 

And drops at once into her nest : 
The noblest captain in the British fleet 
Might envy William's lips those kisses sweiet. 

B 2 " O Susan, 
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^^ O Susan, Susan, lovely dear! 

Mj TOWS shall ever true remain ; 

Let me kiss off that falliog tear, ' 

We only part to meet again. 
Change as ye list, ye winds, my heart shall be 
The faithful compass that still points to thee. 

^^ BelieTe not what the landmen say, 
Who tempt with doubts thy constant mind ; 
They '11 tell thee, sailors when away 
At every port a mistress find. 
Yes, yesy believe them when they tell thee so. 
For thou art present wheresoever I go. 

^^ If to fair India's coast we sail, 
Thy eyes are seen in diamonds bright, 
Thy breath is Afric's spicy gale. 
Thy skin is ivory so white ; 
Thus, every beauteous object that I view 
Wakes in my soul some charm of lovely Sue. 

^^ Tho' battle calls me from thy arms, 

Let not my pretty Susan mourn ; 

Tho' cannons roar, yet free from harms 

William shall to his dear return : 
Love turns aside tiie balls that round me fly, 
Lest precious tears should drop from Susan's eye." 

The 
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The boatswain gives the dreadful word, 
The sails their swelling bosoms spread ; 
No longer must she stay on board, 
They kiss'd ; she sigh'd ; he hung his head : 

Her less'ning boat unwilling rows to land ; 

" Adieu 1" she cries, and waved her lily hand. 

Gay. 



One morning very early, one morning in the spring, 

I heard a maid in Dcdiam who mournfully did sing ; 

Her chaios she rattled on her hands while sweetly thus sung she; 

^^ I love my love, because I know my love loves me. 

" O cruel were his parents who sent my love to sea ! 
And cruel cruel was the ship that bore my love from me ! 
Yet I love his parents since they're his, altho' they've ruin'd me; 
And I love my love, because I know my love loves me. 

^^ O should it please the pitying pow'rs to call me to the sky, 
I 'd claim a guardian angel's charge around my love to fly ; 
To guard him from all dangers how happy should I be ! 
For I love my love, because I know my love loves me. 

«I'll 
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<< I 'II make a strawy garland, I'll mal(;e it irondroas fine. 
With roses, lilies, daisies, I '11 roix the eglantine ; 
Aad I'll present h to my love when he retnms from.sea^ 
For I loTe my love, because I know my lore loTes me. 

*' Oh, if I were a little bird to build upon his breast, 
Or if I were a nightingale to sing my love to rest ! 
To gaze upon his lovely eyes all my reward should be ; 
For I love my lo?e, because I know my lore lores me. 

^< Oh, if I were an eagle to soar into the sky ! 
I'd gaze around with piercing eyes where I m^fiilOTe might spy ; 
But ah ! unhappy maiden, that lore yon ne'er shall see ; 
Yet I love my love, because I know my love loves me.'* 



It was a winter's eyening, and fast came down the snow, 
An4 keenly o*er the wide heath the bitter blast did blow, ' 
When a damsel all forlorn, quite bewilder'd in her way, 
Press'd her baby to her bosom, and sadly thus did say: 

"Oh! 
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^^ Oh ! crael was my father, that shut his door on me, 
Aad cruel was raj. mother, that such a sight did see, 
And cruel is the wintrj wind that chills my heart with cold, 
But crueller ihan all, the lad that left my love for gold. 

^^ Hush, hush, mj lovely baby, and warm thee in my breast : 
Ah, little thinks thy father how sadly we *re distrest ! 
For cruel as he is, did he know but how we fare, 
He 'd shield us in his arms from this bitter piercing air. 

^* Cold, cold, my dearest jewel ! thy little life is gone : 
Oh ! let my tears reyive thee, so warm that trickle down. 
My tears that gush so warm, oh! they freeze before they fkll : 
Ah wretched, wretched mother ! thou'rt now bereft of all!'' 

Then down she sunk despairing upon the drifted snow, 
And wrung with killing anguish lamented loud her woe ; 
She kiss'd her baby's pale lips, and laid it by her side. 
Then cast her eyes to heaven, then bow'd her head and died. * 

J. A. 

* The editor would not have ventured to insert « compoBitioa of hi» 
own ID a select collection, had it not already been received with markt 
of the public approbation^ It is scarcely necessary to point out an imi- 
tation of the preceding piece in its manner ; though not in its subject. 



Oh, 
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Oh, young LocuiNYAR is come out of (he west, 
Thro* all the wide border his steed was the best ; 
And save his good broad-sword he weapons had none, 
He rode all unarm'd, and he rode all alone. 
So faithful in love, and so dauntless in war. 
There never was knight like the young Lochinvar. 



He staid not for brake, and he stopped not for stone^ 
He swam the Eske river where ford there was none ; 
But, ere he alighted at Netherby gate. 
The bride had consented, the gallant came late: 
For a laggard in love, and a dastard in war, 
Was to wed the fair Ellen of brave LochinyAh, 



So boldly he enter'd the Netherby hall, 
Among bridesmen and kinsmen, and brothers, and alh 
Then spoke the bride's father, his hand on his sword, 
(For the poor craven bridegroom spoke nevera word) 
^^ O come ye in peace here, or come ye in war. 
Or to dance at o\ir bridal, young Lord Lochintab ?" 

'^ I long 
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^^ I long wooed your daughter, my suit you denied ; 
LoYO swells like the Solway, but ebbs like its tide ; 
And now I am come, with this lost lo?e of mine. 
To lead but one measure, drink one cup of wine. 
There are maidens in Scotland more lo?ely by far 
That would gladly be bride to theyoangLocHiNVAR." 



The bride kiss'd the goblet, the knight took it up, 
He quaff'd off the wine, and he threw down the cup. 
She look'd down to blush, and she look'd up to sigh, 
With a smile on her lips, and a tear in her eye. 
He took her soft hand ere her mother could bar,-— 
^^ Now tread we a measure !" said young Locuinyau. 



So stately his form, and so lovely her face, 
That neyer a hall such a galliard did grace ; 
While her mother did fret, and her father did fume. 
And the bridegroom stood dangling his bonnet and 

plume ; 
And the bride-maidens whisper'd, ^* 'T were better 

by far 
To have match'd our fair coosia with young Loch- 

IHTAB.'^ 



One 
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One touch to her hand, and one word ia her oar^ 
When they reach'd the hall door, and the charger 

stood near ; 
So light to the croup the fair lady he swung, 
So light to the saddle before her he sprung I 
^^ She is won ! we are gone, over bank, bu^, and 

scaur; 
They'll have jQeet steeds that follow," quoth young 

LOCHINYAR. 

There was mounting 'mong Graemes of the Netherby 

clan; 
Forsters, Fenwicks, and Musgrares, they rode and 

they ran : 
There was racing and chasing on Cannobie Lee, 
But the lost bride of Netherby ne'er did they see. 
So daring in lore and so dauntless in war. 
Hare ye e'er heard of gaUant like young Lochin* 

yAR ? ♦ 

Walter Scotr. 

* This excellent specimen of the narrative ballad in its gay 
and sprightly form, is by the writer, in his fine poem of 
^ MannioQ," represented as toog by the laficSnatitig Lady 
Ford before the king of Scotland. 

Despairing 
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JJcspAiitiNG beside a clear stream, 

A shepherd forsaken was laid, 
And whilst a false nymph was his theme, 

A willow supported his head ; 
The wind that blew over the plain 

To his si^s with a sigh did repl j, 
And the brook' in return to his pain 

Ran mournfully murmuring by. 

" Alas ! silly swain that I was! " 

Thus sadly complaining he cried ; 
^^ When first I beheld that fair face, 
^T were better by far I had died. 
She talkM, and I blessed the dear tongue^ 

When she smiled 'twas a pleasure too great ; 
I listened, and cried, when she sung, 
Was nightingale ever so sweet ? . 

^^ How foolish was I to believe 

She would dote on so lowly a clown, 
Or that her fond heart would not grieve 
To forsake the fine folks of the town ! 

To 
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To think tiiat a beauty so gay. 
So kifid iaad so constant would proYty 

To go clad like our maidens in gray. 
And lire in a cottage on love ! 

'' What tho' I have skill to complain, 

Tho' the Muses my temples have crown'd ? 
What tho', when they hear my soft strain, 

The virgins sit weeping around « 
Ah, Colin, thy hopes are in vain, 

Thy pipe and thy laurel res%n. 
Thy fair one inclines to a swain 

Whose music is sweeter than thine. 



^^ And you, my companions so dear. 

Who sorrow to see me betray 'd, 
Whatever I suffer, forbear, 

Forbear to accuse the false maid : 
Tho' thro' the wide world we should range, 

4- 

'T is in vain from our fortune to fly ; 
'T was hers to be false, and to change, 
'T is mine to be constant, and die. 

<^ If while my hard fate I sustain, 

In her breast any pity is found, . 

Let her come with the nymphs of the plain^ i 

And see me laid low in the ground : ; 

Th« 



•i 



1 

1 
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The last humble boon that I cnnrd * 
Is to shade me with cypress and yew^ 

And when she looks down on mjgraye 
Let her own that her shepherd was true* 

^^ Then to her new love let her go, 
And deck her in golden array, 
Be finest at every fine show. 

And frolic it all the long day : 
While Colin, forgotten aud gone, 

No more shall be heard of or seen, 
Unless when beneath the pale moon 
His ghost shall glide over the grcen«" 

RowE. 



^3 on a summers day 
Iq the greenwood shade I lay,. 
The maid that I lovM, 
As her fancy mov'd, 
Came walking forth that way. 



And 
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And as she passed by, 

With a scarnfml glance of her eye, 
^^ What a shame," quoth she, 
<^ For a swain mast it be, 

Like a lazy loon for to lie ! 



<^ And dost thou nothing heed 
What Fan our god has decreed ; 

That a prize today 
Shall be given away 
To the sweetest shepherd's reed ? 

^^ TheriB 's not a single swain 
Of all this fruitful plain, 

But with hopes and fears 
Now busily prepares 
The bonny boon to gain. 

^^ Shall another maiden shine 
In brighter array tiian thine? 
Up, up, dull swain, 
Tune thy pipe once again. 
And make the garland mine*" 



«Alas! 
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^^ Alas ! my loTe,'* I cried, 

^' What aTftils this courtly pride 2 

Since thy dear desert 

Is written in my heart. 
What is ail the world beside? 

^^ To me thou art more gay 
In this homely russet gray, 

Than the nymphs of our green, 
So trim and so sheen, 
Or the brightest queen of May. 

^^ What tho' my fortune frown, 
And deny thee a silken gown ; 
My own dear maid. 
Be content with this shade 
And a shepherd all thy own." 

Rows. 



1 o the brook and the willow that heard hun complain, 

Ah willow ! willow ! 
Poor Colin went weeping, and told them his pain. 
<< Sweet stream," he cried, ^' sadly I'll teach thee to flow, 
And the waters shall rise to the brink with my woe. 

All 
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All restless and painful my CELiA'iK>w Ues^ 
And counts the sad moments of time as it flies« 
To the nymph, my heart's 1ot6^ je foftHfihi«iWr«f, repair^ 
Spread your downy mag^ o'er her^ and make her your care ; 
Let me be left restiess, mine eyes never dos6, ' 
So the sleep that I lose give my dear-one repose. 
Sweet stream ! if you chance by her-pillow to crefep, 
Perhaps your soft murmsrs may lull her to sleeip. 
But if I am doom'd to be wretched indeed^ 
And the loss of my charmer the fates have decreed, 
If no more my sad heart by those eyes shall be-cheiSrM ^ 
If the Toice of my warbler no more shall be heard ; 
Believe me, thou fairwone, thou dear^oae, telieve, 
Few sighs to thy loss, and few tears will I gvm ; 
One fate to thy Coun and thee shall betide, 
And soon lay thy shepherd down by thy cold side. 
Then glide, gentle brook, and to- lose thyself haste, 
Fade thou, too, my willow ; this verse is my last : 
Ah willow ! willow ! Ah willow ! willow !"* 

RowE* 

* This piece, written by the author oo tbe^occasion of the ill- 
ness of the lady he afterwards married, has all the pathetic of 
real feeling, though under the garb of pastoral fiction^ 



Daphnis 
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Uaphmis stood peosive in tiie slude. 
With arsis across, and bead redtned ; 

Bale looks accused the cmel maid^ 
And sighs reliered his love-sick imnd t 

His toneful pipe all broken lay^ 

Looks, sighs, and a<?tioos seem'd to say^ 
^^ My Chloe is unkind. 

^^ Whjr ring the woods with warbling throats? 

Ye larks, ye linnets, cease your strains ; 
I fuatly hear, in yoar sweet notes, 

My Cbloe's Toice that wakes my pains : 
Tet why should you your song forbear ? 
Your mates delight your song to hear^ 

But Chloe mine disdains." 

As thus he melancholy stood^ 

l)cj€icted as the lonely dove. 
Sweet sounds broke gently through the wood. 

<* I feel the sound ; my heart-strings more : 
'T was not the nightingale that sung ; 
No, 'tis my Chloe's sweeter tongue, 

Hark, hark ! what says my lore ? " 

c " How 



ij 



■•; i 



Vi 



<< How ((Him \ff tte n^pb^"^ ike' oifis^ 
<< Whotrifiteft WifhliefiloVer'spaiffL 
Natate ttfll 9p^kB in iroitiati%ef#% 
Our lurtfbr tips were made to^ Mgn, 
ODayhkis^ Dahsmis, Hwuimj pridi;^ 
'T was not my htart thy lore deoied; ; - '^ 
Comeback, dei^r jooth, again. 



^^ As t'other day my hand heseiz^, 

My blood with thrilling motion ,Aciir j 
Sud4oa I put on looks displeased} 

And hasty from his hold withdrew, . 
»T was feat* ak>ne» thon simple sw^iUtT* 
Then hadst thou prest my hand agaion. 
My heart h^ yielded too. 



c( »xis true, thy tuneful jreed I blamed, 
That sweli'd thy lip and rosy cheek ; 

Think not thy skill in song defamed, 
That lip should other plipasures seek : 

Much, much thy music I approve ; 

Tet break thy pipe, for more I lore, 
Mnch more^ to bear thee speaks 



"My 



Last n^kt>iifltitB£J4^>4i^fbe(Q^y'4;, >^ 

My tof]|^e woaM ndw; oif t heart g]>e7y 
. All CHGOjl^y; thwart won !" 

The youth stepp'd forth with hasty pace^ 
And found where wishing C&<«oi lay ; 

Shann^ suddiea lightea'd in her lace) 
Confused^ she knew net what to iaj«. 

At last;* fii hi'okeii wordS) she^iried,. 
** Tomorrow ybutn vain had tried^ 
BaHl an i09t today }'^ 






L • 



Alexis shunned his fe)\ow swains^ 
Their rural sports and jocund strains ; 

Hearen shield us all from Cupid's bow ! 
He lost his croo^, he left his flocks, 
. And wandering thro* the lonely rocks 
He nourish^ eodless wo. 

c2 The 
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The nymphfi and shefAerds round Ipiiii came;. 
His grief spnae pity^ others blame^ 

The fatal cause all kindlj seek ; 
He mingled his concern with theirs. 
He gave them back their friendly tears, 
. He sigh'd, but could not speak. 

Clorinda. came among the rest. 
And she too kind concern exprest, 

And ask'd the reason of his woe ; 
She ask'd, but with an air and mien 
That made it easily foreseen 

She fear*d too much to know. 

The shepherd raised his mournful head, 
^^And will you pardon me," he said, 

*' While I the cruel truth reveal ? 
Which nothing from my breast should tear. 
Which never should ofTend your ear, 
But that you bid me tell. 

^^ 'Tis thus I rove, 'tis thus complain, 
Since you appear'd upon the plain, 

You are the cause of all my care ; 
Your eyes ten thousand dangers dart, 
Ten thousand torments ves: my heart, 
I love and I despair.*' 



«To» 



I'- 
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** Too much, Alexis, bave I heard,' ' 
»Tis what I thought, 'tis what 1 feaPd, ' 
And yet I pardon you,*' she cried; ' 
^^ But you shall promise ne*er again ' 
To breathe your Yows, or speak your pain.'' 
He bow'd, obey*d, and died. 

Prior. 



f 



1 HE sun was sunk beneath the hHl, 
The western clouds were lined with gold. 

Clear was the sky, the wind was still, 
The flocks were penn'd within the fol 

When in the silence of the grore 

Poor Damon thus despair*d of loTe. 

^^ Who seeks to pluck the fragrant rose 
From the hard rock or oozy beach, 
Who frcMH each weed that barren grows 

Expects the grape or downy peach, 
With equal faith may hope to find 
The truth of loTe in womankind* 



«No 



^ -mik^'i^fi 



^^ No herds hare I, no fleecy care, 

No fidds^hat-jrarejaddlLgplden graia^ 
No pastures green, or gardens fair, 

A woman's renal heart to gain ; 
Then all in ntin nij sighs must pfoje,^ /^ 
Whose wbole estate, ala^ ! is |oTe« > ^ 

^* How wretched is the faithful youth! ., 

Since women's hearts are bought ai^d s^d: 
They aslL no tows of sacred truth, ^ 

Whene'er they sigh, they sigh foi^ gold. 
Gold, can the frowns of scorn remoye : 
But I ani scorn'd— who hare but lore. 



; I 



^^ To buy the gems of India's coast .,^, 
What wealth, what riches wp^ld fiajEfc ? 

Tet India's shore shoul^ iierer boai|t ,. . 
The lustre of thy rtral eyes ; 

For there the world too cheap must prpre; 

Can I then buy ?-^who have but Iot^. ,^ 

• ' ■ \ 
^^ Then, Mart, since nor gems nor ore 

Can with thy brighter self compfirc^ 
Be jnst* as fair, and value mor» , . 

Than gems or ore a heart sincere t 
Ijct treasure meaner beauties move: • 
Who pays thy worth must pay in lo? e.*' 



f 
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What beauties does Fforft dUddsb! ^ 
How sweet are ber smiliis vipbii Tweedi 

Bat Mary's, still sweeter than thoie^ 
Both nature and fancy exceed. 

No daisy nor sweet blushing rose. 

. Nor all the gay flowers of the ficldy 

Nop Tweed gliding gently thro* those. 
Such beauty and pleasure can y!dd» ' 

The warblers are heard in each groTe, 

The linnet, the lark, and the thrash ; 
The blackbird and sweet cooing dove 

With music enchant every bush. 
Come let ns go forth to the mead, 

Lie! us see how the primroses spring ; 
We'll lodge in some Tillage on Tweed, 

And lote while the feather'd folks sing. 

How does my lore pass the long day ^ 
Does Mart not tend a few sheep } 

Do they nerer carelessfy dtray. 
While happily she Ires asleep f 

Tweed's 



Tweed's m|in»urs shpuld lull her. to rest^ 
KUid nature indulgiag my btias, 

To relieve the soft pains of mj breast 
I'd steal an ambrosial kiss. 

'Tis she does the virgins excel, 

No^ beauty with her caa compare. 
Love's graces all ronnd her do dwdl. 

She's fairest where thousands are fain 
Say, charmer, where do thy flocks stray ? 

Oh ! tell me at noon wheriB they feed : 
Shall I seek them on sweet winding Tay, 

Or the pleasa'nter banks of the Tweed ? 



A PASTORAL BALLAD IN FOUR PARTS. 

I. A&SENCE. 

Y E shepherds so cheerful and gay, 
Whose flocks never carel^ly roam, 

Should Corydon's happen to stray. 
Oh ! call the poor wanderers home. 

Allow me to muse and to sigh. 
Nor talk of the change that ye find ; 

None 
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Noffe otice was so ^ratchful as I : ' 
I have left my dear PunLis behind. 

Now I know what it is to haye strove' 

With the torture of doubt and desire; 
What it is to admire, and to ioye. 

And to leave her we love and admire. 
Ah lead forth my flock in the morn, 

And the damps of each evening repel; 
Alas I I am faint and forlorn : 

I bave bade my dear Phyllis farewell* 

Since Phyllis vouchsafed mo a look, 

I never once dreamt of my Vine ; 
May I lose both my pipe and my crook, 

If I knew of a kid that was mine ! 
I prized every hour that went by, 

Beyond all that had pleased me before; 
But now they are past, and I sigh ; 

And I grieve that I prized them no more. 

But why do I languish in vain ? 

Why wander thus pensively here ? 
Oh ! why did I come from the plain, 

Where 1 fed on the smiles of my dear ? 
They tell me, my favourite maid. 

The pride of that valley, is flown ; 

Alas' 



Alas ! wbere?nt| l^^J bAnBf;^% 



/• 



When forced Ae fair Bjmpli to forg6| 

Whst angaish I felt at my beart ! ' 
Yet I thought, bat it might not be so, . 

'Twas with pain that she saw me Separt 
She gazed, as I slowly withdrew ; 

My path I could hardly- discern ; 
So sweetly she bade me adien, 

1 thought that she bade me retuni. 

The pifgrim that jonmeys all ^7 

To Tisit some far distant shrine^ 
If he bear but a relic away, 

Is happy, nor heard to repine. 
Thus widely removed from the fair, 

Where my vows', my devotion, I oire^^ 
Soft Hope is the relic I bear. 

And my solace wheretcr I go. 



Ht banks they are famished with bees, 
Whose murmur iayites one to sleep ; 

My grottos are shaded with trees, 
And my hill» are white over with sheep. 

I seldom 



My fQ^o^Ds all, borde^'d y,i^ .mo?s, .,^ 
Wliere the Iiar«bel|s..aiid Tiolets £rai)k 



, ... .; ., - 1 .. ^ 
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Np£ apine in my grore is there seea, 

iSut with tendrils of woodbine is bound:. 
Not a l)eech'5 more beautiful green, 

Butk sweet-brier entwines it around. 
Not my fields, in the prime of the year, 
. More charms than my cattle unfold : 
Not a brook that is limpid and dear^ 
But itgUt|b»rs witli fishe& of gold* , 

One would think she might like to retire 

To the bower. I have laboured to rear$ ^ 
NqI {I ishrub that I heard her admire^ 

But I hasted and planted it there. > 

Oh how sudden the jessamine strovo 

With the iilac to render it gay ! 
Already it calls for my love, 

To prune the wHd branches aw^.y. 

Fji'om the plains, from the woodlands and grorci, 
What strains of wild melody flow ! * 

How the nightingales warble their lores 
l^rom thickets of roses that blow J ^ 



<..., 



And 
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And when her bright form shall appear, 
Each bird shall harmoniously join 

In a concert so soft and so clear, 
As she may not be fond to resign. 

I have found oat a gift for my fair ; 

I have found where the wood-pigeons breed : 
But let me that plunder forbear, 

She will say 'twas a barbarous deed : 
For he ne'er could be true, she averred, 

Who could rob a poor bird of its young : 
And I loved her the more when I heard 

Such tenderness fall from her tongue. 

I h%ve heard her with sweetness unfold 

How that pity was due to a dove ; 
That it ever attended the bold, 

And she callM it the sister of love. . 
But her words such a pleasure convey, 

So much 1 her accents adore. 
Let her speak, and whatever she say, 

Methinks I should love her the more. 

Can a bosom so gentle remain 

Unmoved when her Corydon sighs ? 

Will a nymph that is fond of the plaiti . 
These plains and this valley despise ? 

Dear 



I 
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Dear regions of silence and shade ! 

Soft scenes of contentment and ease! 
Where I could have pleasingly stray'd, 

If aught^ in her absence^ could please. • 

But where does my Phyllida stray ? 

And where are her grots and her bowers ? 
Are the grores and the valleys as gay. 

And the shepherds as gentle, as ours ? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 

And the face of the valleys as fine ; 
The swaius may in manners compare, 

But their love is not equal to mine* 



III. SOLICITUDS. 



Why will you my passion reprove? 

Why term it a folly to grieve? 
Ere 1 show you the charms of my iovC| 

She is fairer than you can believe. 
With her mien she enamours the brave ; 

With her wit she engages the iti^Q ; 
With her modesty pleases the grave ; 

Siie is every way pleasing to me. 

O you that have been of her train, 

Come and join iu my aiuorgus laysj. 

I could 



I coii]4^l99l^ iivfA ^ Wft M &&'imU^ ^^ ^ 
That^4tHlii|^b«l«vil»n^ iH'to'i^aid^ 

Nay on Mm let not Pnrhwi^xft&ifni'i 



For when Piftibi^ trl^ In the dance 

Any faroor #iHi Phyllis to find,' 
O how, with one trifial glance, 

Might Bhe rnin the peace of my mimll 
In ringlets he dresses his hair, 

And his crook is bestndded around*; 
And his pipe— dh may Phyllis beware 

Of a magic there is in thie sonndT 

'Tis his with mock passion to glow ; 

'T is his in smooth tales to unfold, 
tlow her face is as bright as the snow. 

And her bosom, be sure, is as cold t " 
How the ni^tii^les labour the^ strain, 

With the notes of his charmer to tie} 
How they Tary their accents in vaitt, 

Repine at her triumphs, and die* 

To the grove or the ganlen he strays, 
And pillages every sweet ; 



-r 



Thei 
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^^,Q P«Yi.^is," be. wbteporsi *.* wwefeir^: /< 
M^Qie flweet than tb« je^wnin^'s flower I 
What wciQ pank^ Iq a tnocii, la cQn^par^ jr; 
What 18 eglaotioe^ «fter a diawer 2 . 

** Then tiie Uiy no longer is w^te ; 

Then the rose is deprived of its bloom ; 
Then the violets die with despite^ 

And the woodbines give np their perfume." 
Thus glide the soft nflmber» along, 

And he ianoies no shepherd his peer ; 
Tet ). Q^ver shiMild envj the songi 

WeiQ jnQt PnhhiH to lend it an eaiw 

Let his crook be with hyaqiQt]i9 bonndy * 

So I^Ti.i:*ia the trophy, despise ; 
Let bis forehead with laurels be crown'd. 

So they shitfe not in Pixi^llis^s eyes. 
The langu^ HiAt flows from the heart 

Is a strange to Pakidel*» tongue: 
. Yet may she beware of his art ! 

Or sure I must envy the song. 
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IT. DISAPPOINTMENT. 

Te shepherd^i, gire ear to my lay, 

And take no more heed of my sheep : 
They have nothing to do, bat to stray ; 

I have nothing to do, but to weep. 
Yet do not my folly reprove : 

She was fair, and my passion begun ; 
She smiled, and I could not but lore ; 

She is faithless, and I am undone. 

Perhaps I was Toid of all thought ; 

Perhaps it was plain to foresee 
That a nymph so complete would be sought 

By a swain more engaging than mc. 
Ah ! love every hope can inspire ; 

It banishes wisdom the while ; 
And the lip of the nymph we admire 

Seems for ever adorned with a smile. 

She is faithless, and I am undone ; 

Ye that witness the woes 1 endure. 
Let reason instruct you to shun 

What it cannot instruct you to cure. 
Beware how yon loiter in vain 

Amid nymphs of a higher degree : 

It is not for me to explain 

How fair and how fickle they be. 

Alas I 
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Aias ! from the day that we met, 

What hope of an end to my woes ? 
WhcQ I cannot endure to forgiet 

The glance that undid my repose. > 
Yet time may din\inish the pain : 

The flower, the shriib, and the tree, 
Which I rear'd for her pleasure in vain, 

In time may have comfort for me. 

The sweets of a dew-sprinkled rose, 

The sound of a murmuring stream, 
The peace which from solitude flows^ 

Henceforth shall be Cortdon*^ themet 
High transports are shown to the sight, 

But we are not to find them our own ; 
Fate never bestow'd such delight 

As I with my Phyllis had known. 

ye woods, spread your branches apace ; 
To your deepest recesses I fly ; 

1 would hide with the beasts of the chase; 
I would vanish from every eye. 

Yet my reed shall resound thro' the grove 
With the same sad complaint it begun ; 

How she smiled, and I could not but love; 
Was faithless, and I am undone! 

Shenstons. 

9 
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To THE Memory of William SnENSTONE, Esq« 

C>oME, shepherds, we'll follow the hearse, 

And see our lored Corydon laid: 
Tho' sorrow may blemish the verse, 

Yet let the sad tribute be paid. 
They call'd him the pride of the plain : 

In sooth, he was gentle and kind ; 
He marked in his elegant strain 

The graces that glow'd in his mind. 

On purpose he planted yon trees. 

That birds in the covert might dwell ; 
He cultured the thyme for the bees. 

But never would rifle their cell. 
Ye lambkins, that playM at his feet^ 

Go bleat, and your master bemoan : 
His music was artless and sweet, 

His manners as mild as your own. 

No verdure shall cover the vale. 

No bloom on the blossoms appear ; 
The sweets of the forest shall fail, 

And winter discolour the year. 



No 
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No birds in our hedges shall sing, 

(Our hedges so vocal before) 
Since he that should welcome the spring 

Can greet the gay season no more* 

His Phyllis was fond of his praise^ 

And poets came round in a throng ; 
They listenM, and envied his lays. 

Bat which of them equall'd his song ? 
Ye shepherds, henceforward be mute, 

For lost is the pastoral strain ; 
So give me my Cortdon's flute, 

And thus — let me break it in twain. 

CUNMINOUAM. 



O'er moorlands and mountains, rude^ barren and 
bare,' 

As wilder'd and wearied I roam, 
A gentle young shepherdess sees my despair, 

And leads me o'er lawns to her home : 
Yellow sheaves from rich Ceres her cottage had 
crown'd, 

Green rushes were strew'd on th6 floor ;. . 
Jlcr casement sweet woodbines crept wantonly round, 

And deck'd the sod seats at her door. 

d2 We 
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We sat ourselves down to a cooling repast, 

Fresh friflts, iuid she cull'd me the best. 
While thrown off my guard by some glances she cast^ 

Love slily stole into my breast. 
I told my soft wishes : she sweetly replied, 

(Ye Tirgins, her voice was divine,) 
« I've rich ones rejected, and great ones denied, 

Yet take me, fond shepherd, I 'm thine.'^ 

4 

Her air was so modest, her aspect so meek, 

So simple, yet sweet were her charms, 
I kissM the ripe roses that glowM on her cheek. 

And lockM the loved maid in my arms. 
Now jocund together we tend a few sheep ; 

And if on the banks, by the stream. 
Reclined on her bosom I sink into sleep, 

Her image still softens my dream. 

Together we range o'er the slow-rising hiHs^ 

Delighted with pastoral views, 
Or rest on the rock whence the streamlet ^stiMs, ' 

And mark out new themes for my Muse. 
To pomp or proud titles she ne'er did aspire. 

The damsel's of humble descent; 
The cottager Peace is well known for her sire, 

And shepherds have named her Content^ 

Cunningham 



MORAL AND MISCELLANEOUS 

SONGS. 



W o glory I covet, no riches I want, 

Ambition is nothing to me ; 
The one thing I beg of kind HeaTen to grant 

Is a mind independent and free. 

With passions unruffled, untainted with pride, 

By reason my life let me square ; 
The wants of my nature are cheaply supplied, 

And the rest is but folly and care. 

The blessings which ProTidence freely has lent 

I'll justly and' gratefully prize; 
Whilst sweet meditation and cheerful content 

Shall make me both healthful and wise. 

In the pleasures the great man*s possessions display 

Unenyied 1 '11 challenge my part ; 

For every fair object my eyes can surrey 

Contributes to gladden my heart. 

How 
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How yainly, thro' infinite trouble and strife, 
The many their labours employ ! 

Since aU that is truly delightful in life, 
Is what all, if they will, may enjoy. 



1 HRO^ groTes sequester'd, dark and still, 

Low Tales and mossy cells among, 
la silent paths, the nameless rill 
With liquid murmurs steals along : 

Awhile it plays with circling sweep. 
And lingering winds its native plain ; 

Then pours impetuous down the steep, 
And mingles with the boundless main. 

O let my years thus devious glide 
Thro' silent scenes obscurely calm ; 

Nor wealth nor strife pollute the tide. 
Nor honour's sanguinary palm. 

When labour tires, and pleasure palls, 

Still let the stream untroubled lie. 
As down the steep of age it falls, 

And mingle with eternity. 

Hawkesworth. 
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What roan ia his wits had not rather be poor, 

Than for lucre his freedom to give ; 
Ever busy the means of his life to secnre, 

And so ever neglecting to live ! 

Environ'd from morning to night in a crowd, 

Not a moment unbent, or alone ; 
Constrained to be abject, though never so plroud. 

And at every one's call but his own ! 

Still repining and longing for quiet each hour, 

Yet studiously flying it still ; 
With the means of enjoying his wish in his power, 

But accurst with his wanting the will ! 

For a year must be past, or a day must be come, * 

Before he has leisure to rest : 
He must add to his store this or that pretty sum, 

And then will have time to be blest. 

But his gains, more bewitching the more they increase, 

Only swell the desire of his eye : 
Such a wretch let mine enemy live, if he please;, 

But not even my enemy die. 
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Oh ! what is the gain of restless care. 

And what is ambition's treasure, ' 
And what are the joys that the liiodish sharo 

In their hannts of sickly pleasure ? 
The shade ^ith its silence, — oh ! is it not sweet, 

And to lie in the sun by the fountain, 
And the wild-flower's scent at ere to meet. 

And to rove o'er the heath and the mountain ? 

Oh ! where is the morning seen to rise, 

The Tiolet mark'd as 'tis springing^. 
The zephyr heard as at e?e it sighs, 

The blackbird loved for its singing ! 
Oh ! there alone can the heart be gay, 

The thought be free from sorrow, 
And soft the night, and short the day, 

And welcome again the morrow. *" 

W. Smyth* 

* From a very elegant volume of Poems entiUed *^ EDglish 
Lyrics." 
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C/OME, dear Amanda ! quit the town, 

And to the rural hamlets fly ; 
Behold, the wintry storms are gone, 

A gentle radiance glads the sky : 
The birds awake, the flowers appear, 

Earth spreads a rerdant couch for thee ; 
'T is joy and music all we hear ; 

'Tis lore and beauty all we see* 

Come ! let us mark the gradual spring, 

How peep the buds, the blossom blows, 
Till Philomel begins to sing. 

And perfect May to spread the rose. 
Let us secure the short delight, 

And wisely crop the blpoming day ; 
For soon, too soon, it will be night : 

Arise, my love ! and come away. 



VVaft me, some soft and cooling breeze, 
To Windsor's shady kind retreat^ 

Where sylTan scenes, wide-spreading trees^ 
Repel the raging dog-star's hes^t ; 



Where 
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Where tufted grass and mossy beds 

Afford a rural calm repose ; 
Where woodbines hang their dewy heads, 

And fragrant sweets around disclose. 

Old oozy Thames, that flows fast by, 
Along the smiling Talley plays ; 

His glassy surface cheers the eye. 

And thro' the flowery meadows strays. 

His fertile banks with herbage green. 
His vales with smiling plenty swell ; 

Where'er his purer stream is seen 
The Gods of health and pleasure dwell. 

Let me thy clear, thy yielding wave 
With naked arm once more divide ; 

In thee my glowing bosom ]a?e, 
And stem thy gently rolling tide.' 

Lay me with damask roses crowned 
Beneath some osier's dusky shade, 

Where water lilies paint the ground, 
And bubbling springs refresh the glade* 

Let chaste Clarinda too be there 
With azure mantle lightly drest ; 



Yo 
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Ye njmphs, bind up her silken hair ; 
Ye Zephyrs, fan her panting breast. 

O haste away, fair maid! and bring 
The Muse, the kindly friend to love ; 

To thee alone the Muse shall sing 
And warble thro' the Tocal groves. 

Lansoowne. 



Dear is my little, natiye vale^ 

The ring-doTe builds and warbles there ; 

Close by my cot she tells her tale 

To every passing villager* 

The squirrel leaps from tree to tree, 

And shells his nuts at liberty. 

In orange-groves and myrtle-bowers 
That breathe a gale of fragrance round, 
I charm the fairy-footed hours 
With my loved lute's romantic sound, 
Or crowns of living laurel weave 
For those that win the race at eve. 

The 
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The shepherd's horn at break of day, 
The ballet danced in twilight glade, 
The canzonet and roundelay 
Sung in the silent green-wood shade; 
These simple joys, that never fail, 
Shall bind me to my native Tale. * 



Rogers. 



^ OT on beds of fading flowers 
Shedding soon their gaudy pride. 

Nor with swains in Syren bowers 
Will true Pleasure long reside. 

On awful Virtue's hill sublime 
Enthroned sits th' immortal fair ; 

Who wins her height must patient climb ; 
The steps are p^ril, toil, and care : 

So from the first did Jove ordain 
£ternal bliss for transient paiu.f 

Dalton. 

* The supposed scene of this elegant piece is in Italy. 

f The sentiment in this song, which is introduced in the 
alteration of Comus for the stage, is borrowed from a noted 
passage in Hesiod. 
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JUNO'S SONG 

IN THE JUDGEMENT 0# FAR1S. 

Let ambition fire thy mind, 
Thou wert born o'er men to reign ; 

Not to follow flocks designed ; 

Scorn thy crook, and leave the plain* 

Crowns I 'II throw beneath thy feet ; 

Thou on necks of kings shall tread ; 
Joys in circles joys shall meet 

Which way e'er thy fancy 's led. 

Let not toils of empire fright, 
Toils of empire pleasures are ; 

Thou shalt only know delight^ 
All the joy, but not the care. 

Shepherd, if thou 'It yield the prizc^ 

For the blessings I bestow. 
Joyful I 'II ascend the skies, 

Happy thou shalt reign below* 

CoNGRBTE. 
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1 HE wretch condemn'd with life to part 

Still, still on hope relies; 
And every pang that rends the heart 

Bids expectation rise. 

Hope, like the glimmering taper's light, 

Illumes and cheers the way, 
And still as darker grows the night 

£mits a brighter ray. 

Goldsmith. 



O MEMORY ! thou fond deceiver, 

Still importunate and Tain, 
To former joys recurring ever, 

And turning all the past to pain : 

Thou, like the world, th' opprest oppressing, 
Thy smiles increase the wretch's woe ; 

And he who wants each other blessing 
In thee mui^t ever find a foe. 

Goldsmith. 
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VVhen loTely woman stoops to folly, 
And finds too late that men betraj, 

What charm can sooth her melancholy ? 
What art can wash her guilt away ? 

The only art her guilt to coyer, 
To hide her shame from every eye, 

To give repentance to her lover, 
And wring his bosom, is — to die.* 

Goldsmith. 



Lucy, I think not of thy beauty ; 

I praise not each peculiar grace : 
To see thee in the path of duty. 

And with that happy smiling face^ 
Conveys more pleasure to thy friend 
Than any outward charm can lend. 

* For elegant simplicity of language, harmony of versifica* 
tion, and poiniecl neatness of composition, there are not, per- 
haps, to be found in the language two more finished stanzas 
Ihan these, which are introduced in "The Vicar of Wakefield." 

I see 
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I see thy grateful babes caress thee ; 

I mark thy wise maternal care ; 
And sadly do the words impress me. 

The heartless words, that thoa art fair: 
I wonder that a tongue is found 
To utter the unfeeling sound. 

For art not thou above such praises ? 

And is this all that they can see ? 
Poor is the joy such flattery raises. 

And oh! how much unworthy theel 
Unworthy one whose heart can feel 
The Toicc of truth, the warmth of zeal. 

O Lucy ! thou art snatch'd from folly, 
Become too tender to be vain : 

The world — it makes me melancholy-— 
The world would lure thee back again f 

And it would cost me many sighs 

To see it win so bright a prize. 

Tho' passing apprehensions move me, 
I know thou hast a noble heart : 

But, Lucy, I so truly love thee, 
So much admire thee as thou art. 

That but the shadow of a fear 

Wakes in my breast a pang siiHsere. 

Matilda Betixam* 
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1 HE Rose had been wash'd, just washM in a shower. 

Which Mary to A^m^ .eopye|^'|l ^ 
The plentiful n)QistiM:^inc]i|]^))^'d tl^ ^ow^^ 

And weigh'd dowi| its ][^^9^^tU'n} )ie94« 

The cup was all fiird, and the leaves werp ajl wet. 

And it seemM, to a fanciful riew, 
To weep for the buds it hj|d left \f\t^ regr^( 

On the flouri^hiDg bush where |t grew. 

I hastilj seized it, unfit as it was 
For a nosegay, so dvipping and drown'd, 

And swinging it rndelj, too raddj, aias! 
I snapped it— it fdl to the ground. 

<^ And such," I exclaimed, ^^ k the pitiless part 

Some act by the ddicaite mind ; 
Regardless of wringing and breaking a heart 

Already to sorrow resign'd. 



<^ This elegant Rose, had I shaken it less. 
Might have bloom'd with its owner awhile; 

And the tear that is wiped with a little address 
May be foUow'd, periiaps, by a smile.'' 

E COWFISR. 
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THE MANSION OF REST. 

I TiLKM to my flattering heart, 

And chlded its wandering ways j 
I told it from folly to part^ 

And husband the best of its days : 
I bade it no more to admire 

The meteors that fancy had drest^ 
I whisper'd, 'twas time to retire. 

And seek for a Mansion of Rest. 

A charmer was list'ning the while, 
Who caught up the tone of my lay ; 
'^ Oh 1 come then," she cried with a smile, 
<^ And Friendship shall point out your way**' 
I foUow'd the witch to her home. 
And Tow'd to be always her guest ; 
<^ NeTcr more," I exclaimed, " will I roam 
In quest of a Mansion of Rest.'' 

But the sweetest of moments will fly. 
Not long was my fancy b^uiled ; 

And shortly I own'd, with a sigh. 
That Friendship could stab while she smiled: 

Yes— 



f 
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Yes-— coldly coald stab the repose 
Of the trnBthtgaodinBocent breast, 

And every fair arenue close 
That led to a Mansioa of Rest* 



Love ri^xt urged my footsteps io stray 

Thro' the wildering paths of RomapciBi, 
But I stkrted and tura'4 me away 

From his bnghi; and enamouring glanq^^ 
For reflectipn had taught me to know. 

That the soul by his sprc'ry possest 
Might toss on the billows of wo^, ;, 

But ne'er find a Mansion of Rest. 

Still in search of the phantom calPd Joy,-; 
Stern Reason I met on my way ; 
. Ishrank from the beam of her eye, 
Tet its lustre illumined my day : 
^< Behold," she exclaim'd, ^^ yonder grave 
With the flowers, of the woodland bedrest, 
Where darkly the cypresses wave : 
i Lo ! that is the Mansion of Rest." 

Laura Sophia Tcmplv. 

-it^'y-ijc," ■■ • • • . 
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JLhe gloomj night is gathering fast, 
liond roars the wild inconstant blast, 
Yon murky cloud is foul with rain, 
I see itdriTing o'er the plain : 
The hunter now has left the moor, 
T^e scatter'd coreys meet secure ; 
While here I wander, prest with care, 
Along the lonely banks of Ayr* 

The autumn mourns her ripening corn 
By early wfaiter's rarage torn ; 
Across het phidd azure sky 
She sees the scowling tempest fly : 
Chill runs my Uood to hear it rare; 
I tUok upott the stormy waTe 
Whera many a danger I must dare, 
Far from the booBle banks of Ayr. 

*Ti8 not the suiging billow's roar, 
Tis not that fatal deadly shore ; 
Tho* death in erery shape appear, 
The wretched hare no more to fear : 



But 
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But routid mj heart the ties are Ixoand^ 
That heart transpierced with many a wonnd; 
Those bleed afresh^ those ties I tnar^ 
To ItAte the botlnie banks of Ayr. 

Farewell, bid Collars hills and dale«ir 
Her heathy moors and winding vales^ 
The scenes where wretched fancy roveS^ 
Punning past Unhappy loves I 
Farewell, my friends ! farewell, my foes ! 
My peace with these, tky love with those! 
The bursting tears iby heart dedare ; 
Farewell, the bonnie banks of Ayr ! ^ 



a III if > li nnh <i I II I II MiBiw 

jTo fair Fidele's grassy tomb 
Soft maids and village hinds shall bring 

Each opeding sweet of earliest bloomi 
And rifle all the breathing spring. 

* This pathetic piece, the genuine expretsion of the 
writer's own feelings, was written when he had taken arfesoltt- 
tion to qait hie UMive country for the WeitlndieB^ m cenae- 
quence of the difficulties in which he was involivd. 

No 



No Wulidg ghost shall dare appqar-. ^r.^} 
To Tex inth'shfieks-^liiS'^^t grQTey.i'r 

But shepherd lads assemble here, : .,,{ t 
And melting Tirgias own. their love.' o'V 

No wither'd witch shall here be seen, H 
No goblins lead. their nightif crew; . li 

Bat female fays shall haant the gi^een, . i* . 
And dress thy grare with pearly: devir* ( 

The redbreast oft at eyening hours ; . . > 
Shall kindly lend his Jitde ai4, i 

With hcmry moss and gf^ther'd flowers .4' 
To deck the ground where thou art laid. 

When howling winds and beating rain 
In tempests shake the sybaa eell^ 

Or 'midst the chase upon the plain. 
The tender thought on thee shall dwell. 

Each lonely scene shall thee restore, 

For thee the tear be duly shed ; 
Beloved, till life can charm no more, 

And mourn'd, till pity's self be dead. *' 

• Coi*UNS. 

* Written as a Dirge on the supposed death of Imogen, in 
Shakespcar'i " Cymbcline." 
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MORNING AND EVENING. 

Sat, sweet carol ! who are they 

Who cheerlj greet the risiog day ? 

little birds in leafy bower ; 

Swallows twittering on the tower ; 

Larks upon the Ught m borne ; 

Hanter9 roused with shrilly horn; 

The woodman whistling on his way ; 

The ntw.waked diild at early play, . 

Who barefoot prints the dewy green^ 

Winking to die snnny sheen ; 
And the meek maid who binds her ydlow hair> 
And blithely doth her daily task prepare* 

Say, sweet carol ! who are they 
Who wdcome in the evening gray ? 
The housewife trim, and merry lont^ 
Who sit tiie blazing fire about; 
The sage a-conning o'er his book \ 
The tired wight in rushy nook. 
Who, half asleep, but faintly hears 
The gossip's tale hum in his ears ; 



Th* 
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The looiea'd steed m grassy stall ; 

TheThanies feasting in the haU ; 
But most of all the maid of oheerful soul, 
Who fills her peaceful warrior's flowiog bowl 

JoAii^if A Baillii:. 



TO MAY. 

HoEN in yon blaae of isrient sky, 
Sweet May I thy ladiaAt fbrtd unfold ; 

Unclose thy blue tolupluous eye. 
And waTe thy shadowy locks of gold. 

For Thee the fragnmt zephyrs, blow, 
Fot Thee descends the sunny diower, 

The rills fai softer BhurmurB flow, 
And brighter blossoms gem the bower* 

Light Grate% drest ki flowery wreaths^ 
And tiptod Joys their hands combine; 

And Love his sweet contagion breathes:, 
And, laugluag, dances round thy shrine. 

• Introdaoed in the tragedy of <* Ethwald," act ii. The 

beaatif^ imagery ia this aong is accommodated to the time of 

the Sasoa Heptarchy* 

Warm 
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Warm with iiew life the glittering throng^ 
On quivering fia add rustling wing, 

Delighted join their votire fidngs, 
And liaii thee, Goddess of tlw Spring* * 

Darwik. 



THE SOLDIER. 

What draining drone was erer bl6st 

By thinking of the morrow ? 
To day be mine-^I leare thd rest 

To ali the fools of sorrow : 
Give me the mind that moclis at care, 

The hearty its own defender ; 
The spirits that are light as air. 

And never beat surrender. 

On comes the foe— to arms— -to arms*— 

We meet-^'tis death or glory : 
'Tis victory in all her charms. 

Or fame in Britain's story : 

* This piece, which possesBes all the brilliancy and hi|^h 
finish characteristic of the author's poetry> is inserted in 
^ The Botanic GardeD,** part ii. 

Dear 
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Dear nati?e laod I thy fortunes f rowoi 
And ruffians would enslave thee : 

Thou land of honour and renown. 
Who would not die to save thee ? 

'Tis 70U9 'tis I, that meets the ball ; 

And me it better pleases 
Tn battle with the braye to fall, 

Than ilie of cold diseases ; 
Than drivel on in elbow chair, 

With saws and tales unheeded, 
A to tteriDg thing of aches and care. 

Nor longer loved nor needed* 



But thbd—- dark is thy flowing hair, 

Thine eye with fif>e is streaming^' 
And o*er thy cheek, thy looks^ thine air,^ 

Health sits in triumph bea'mitig : 
Thou, brother soldier, fill the wine. 

Fill high the wine to beauty ; 
Love, friendship, honour, all are thin^, 

Thy country and thy doty. ♦ 

W.Smtth- 



15 
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WAR 
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L/ftAKK^ hi»iDad])^Tolling eye, 
I caught its forioUsblood. rod flame, 

I saw their panic squadrons fljr 
Where'er th^ im-petuoiis wtarrior caroe, 

With gleaming sword <atidwavipg. plume) 

Like some wild meteor of the gHookni 

•-♦,'■■ • ' .. I r • 

f r- .: . . . 

Fiercer and fiercer wax'd the fight, , 
And raddier grew the field of gore ; 

In yain I strained my aching sight, < 

I marked his waring plume no more: 

In jL^ng'tti^eq^al (ght hel^led, 

And mingled yiith ih^ hostile dead. 

And shall he thus unhonour'd lie. 

Nor know a grateful monarch's care ? 

No — raise the mausoleum high, 
l^lace his sad sacred relics there, 

And, on recording marble, tell 

How my brave warrior fought and fell. 



W. 
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X E mariners of England, 

That guard our native seas, 
Whose flag has braved, a thousand years^ 

The battle and the breeze, 
Your glorious standard raise a^aia 

To match another foe, 
And sweep thro^ the deep, 

While the stormy tempests blow ;-^ 
White the battle rages loud and long, 

And the stormy tempests blow ! 

The spirits of your fathers 

Shall start from every wave ; 
For the deck it was their field of fame, 

And ocean was their grave ! 
Where Blake (the boast of freedom) fell 

Your manly hearts shall glow. 
As ye sweep through the deep 

When the stormy tempests blow ;— 
While the battle rages loud and long, 

And the stormy tempests blow ! 



BritaDDia 



MISCELLANEOUS SONGS. 61 

Britannia needs no bulwark, 

No towers along the steep ; 
Her march is o'er the mountain. wares, 

Her home is on the deep : 
With tlmndcrs from her natire oak 

She quells the floods below, 
As they roar on the shore, 

When the stormy tempests blow ; — 
When the battle rages loud and long. 

And the stormy tempests blow ! 

The meteor flag of England 

Must yet terriflc burn, 
Till Danger's troubled night depart, 

And the star of Peace return! 
Then, then, ye ocean.warriors ! 

Onr song and feast shall flow 
To the fame of your name 

When the tempests cease to blow ;— 
When th^ fiery fight is heard no more, 

And the tempests cease to blow ! * 

CAMPBEtC 

* This fine alteration of a popular ballad may be pointeil 
oot as the most poetical specimen of a naval song that our 
language affords. 
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JMoRTALs, learn your liTes to mcasnre 
Not by length of lime, but pleasure;. ' 
Now the hours invite, comply ; 
While yoii idly pause^ ihey fly : 
Blest, a nimble pace they keep* 
But in torment, then they creep. 

Mortals, learn your lives to measure 
Not by length of time^ but pleasure ', 
Soon your spring must have a fall ; 
Losing youth, is losing all: 
Then you '11 ask, but none wilt give^ 
And may Unger, but not live* 



■I 
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PsEACH not me your mdsiy rates,' i 
Ye drones that monld in idle cell/ 

The hestrt is wiser than the schools,- ' 
The senses always reason well. ^ ' 

If short my span, I less can spare 
To pass a single pleasure by; 

An hour is long if lost in care ; 
They only li?e who life enjoy*.' 



Dalton. 



* This and the foUawing short piece are taken from the 
writer's Alteration of Comus, by which be has certainly 
given more force to the Tolnptuous doctrine than Milton 
would have approved, yet has displayed a fine taste and un- 
common talents for compositions of this kind. 



Bt 
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We caa see how fluautes pass ; 
B7 the hoUow cad^ we 'le told 
Hoir the waoin^ m^% gfom oU. 

Soon, too sooo, the b«tj daj 
Drives us tmm omr sport and plij. 
What hare we with daj to do? 
Sovi of care ! 'twaa made fiMr yon. 



BcsT, c«rio«s^ tbiistjr Fly! 
Ortakwilhws and drink as I; 
Fwrtj wdcoM to My cap, 
CooUst thon sip and sip k np. 
Make 6m M8t oT ife yon any, 
life B short, and wcnis nwmy. 



Bn^ 
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Both alike are biifte and titiae 
Hastmiog qbick to thdr deciiae e 
Thine 'a a 8iltiimer*-<i&iiia bo more^ 
Though repeated to tfareracore; 
Threeseore Btmnners, when they're gone^ 
Will appear as short as one. * 



i^rt. 



yVhsw I drdn the rosy bowl 
Joy exhilarates my soni ; 
To the Nine I raise my song, 
Erer fair and eter young. 
When full cups my cares expelJ, 
Sober counsels, then farewell ; 
Let the winds that murmur sweep 
All my sorrows to the deep. 

When t drink dull time away, 
Jolly Bacchus, ever gay, 

♦ Of the pieces termed Anacreontic, this is one of (he 
laqft pleaslnj^y on account of the ease and ^oed-humoared 
familiarUy of the diction, and the happy turn of the sent 
timeitti 

V Lea^s 
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And. m/Jt^lf;^ with r4Mi»tlKip%<{, i-. 
Then I praise life's rural scen^ 

Sweety a^^e$jt&fd^:Bad soreoe^ \y 

When I sink the bowl prpfoimd, 
Richest fragrance flpwing round^ 
And some lovelj nymph detain, 
Yenns then inspires the fitn^ / 
When from goblets, deep, find w{d^ 
I eihaost the generoa^ tide^ A 

All mj.^Ql nnbeRds: vl^play, , ,,}\ 
Gamesome with the young and gay. * 



1 *. .>'' * '} 
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The thirstjr earth dr inks up the rain, 
And thirsts, and gapes for drink agaia; 
The plants suck in the earth, and are 
With constant drinking frosh%nd Ailr; 

* Thii lODg it written io the person of Anacreon, the fornr 
f f one of whose odet it oopies^ and whose i^neral strain or 
flMUiieat it hiatatcs. 

Tkr 



The sealligrP^^lffeti btie iroiiM'tttiak 
Shoi^KiMb UlRit'uUle need of ^Htik) '; 

So filM%^ft tacT overflow the €up. 

The bu^¥ii6 (#ftd one wouidguess 
By 's drunken fiery face no less) 
Drinkii ttp the 8^, and when he' as done. 
The moon and stars drink up the sun. 

They drink and dance by their own light, 
Thej^ drink and revel all the night : 
Nothing in nature's sober foutM, ' - 
But an eternal health goes rounds "^ ' 

jPilil up the bowl then, fiU it high, 
Fill all the glasses here ; for why 
Should ewetj cfeat u r e - d rin k bnt I i 
Why, man of morals, tell me why!* 

GowtEY. 
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'yfifivB^ wine iaitlM ttioiwki| 

ThttI tik* •eagles 'We Mftf 
In dbe prifb of iHM dttgr $ 

Goiit^sots of the n^t 
Only fiai % dtt^y* 

Aiid to dfkiklA^ ^vefe light ; 
WeiiiiaiteMm 

Wh^n ^3ff noos v^^re «t fn^gfitf 
They siteal vr iae mho laie it 

IVlheii lie ^s >out of #i^t 

Bpy> All skH the glasses, 

Fill them up now he shines f 

The higher he rises 
The mPire he refijWi 

For wine and wit fall 
As their maker decliaes» 



A GLEE 
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A GL££. 

ON A GOLD CUP WITH EMBOSSED FIGURES. 

AliKTHt bp ihj QiDgled pleBSQr^ miae^. 
The j.oys of Mosic^ hoxey aod Wine, 
While high Hie Totiye cup I hold. 
And trace the fofi&s that breathe ta gold. 

Beneath th}3 vine, lo! Bacchus laid, 
Jlound Venus twines the i?y br^id;. ■■ 
While eacb light Gr^cei ivith zon^ unbound. 
Weaves the dance their botrer around. 

Here, with gay song ^nd sportive lyre, 
Wing'd Cupid leads th' Idalian choirj^ 
Where the crush'd grape^ from, everj^ ?eii^ 
J}ye& their foot with purple stain. 

Chorum. ' 

I heard th^ G,od'9 e^latla 1M>^|%^ 
Each* seiifie ^1 ai^^t; d^liduoii fl<H#;i 
PiedJB^e the cup, the chorus join, 
Aiid echo Music, Love, and Wine. 

SOTHEBY. 
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Slest as th* immbrUl Godis is lie^ ' 
The youth that fondly sits by thee; 
And sees, 'and nears thee, all tne while^' 
Softly speak^ and sweetly smile. 

• . . , ' . P . » ■ I • v1 p . * ^ 1^ /'*»■'••? 

'T was thift dapmed my jsoul of reiliy :/: \; f /' 
And raised tach/^nmul^ In my breast;.;' \i 
Foi* while I faxidd, in transpoct to^t^i '. ^ 
My breath was gone, my voice was lost. 

My bosom glow'd, a subtile flame. \^ 

Ran quick through all my vital frame ^^ 
O^er my dim eyes a darkness liung^ 
My ears with hollow murmurs rung. 

In dewy damps my limbs were chitt^' - ^ 
My blood with gentle horrors thTiiim ; K 
My feeble pulse forgot to pfaiy^ ' ' ^^ 

I fainted, sunk; and died. away. % ..'i '( 

A. FmLLlBB* 

* An el^nt trausiatioii of a celebrated ode of Sappho^ 
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HTht fatal shafts anerring iiio?e| 
I boif before thine altar, Lotb ; 
I feel the soft resistless flame 
Glid^ swift tjiiroagh all mj yital framei. 



•; 



For whUe I gaze, mj bosom glows, 
My blood ill tides ii9{ietiioii8:.flowB ; 
Hope, feav, aad jojalteniataroU, 
And floods of trassport whebn mj. sool* 

. ' ; " • • • ' 

My faltering tongae attanpts in Tain 
In soothing nambers to complain ; 
My tongae some secret magic ties. 
My murmurs sink in broken sigha. 

Condemn'd to Dursotfitenial cire, 
And .ever drop the sflent tear, 
Unheard I mourn, uitkm>wit I sigh,. 
(Jafriended live, ODptticddle. 

Smollett. 
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Ah 1 the sfaepherd's mournful fafe ! 

When doom'd to lore, and doom'd to languish, 
To bear the scornful fair-one*s hate, 

Nor dare dDscTdse his anguishV 
Yet eager looks, and dying sighs, 

My secret soul discover, 
While rapture ttembling thro' my eyes' 

Re?eals hoir much I lore her. 
The tender ghince, the reddening cheek, ' 

Overspread vith rising blushes, 
A thousand Tariovs ways they speak 

A thousand lavlous wishes* 

For oh! that form so heavenly fkir, 

Those laog^d eyes t^ s weedy smiling. 
That artless Undi, and modest air, 

So artfully beguiftkig ! 
Thy every Iqak, and ef ery grace^ 

So charm whene'er I vi^w thee, 
TiU death o'ertake me in the chase 

Still will my bop^s pursue thee ; 

Thea 



Then when my tecBous haors are past 
Be this hitl blessing gtven^ 

liOW at ihy feet to breathe raj last. 
And die in- sight of hea^tt. 



N * 
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Jt* ROM her^ alas ! whose smile was la^m 

I wander to some lonely cell : 
My ^1^8 too weak the maid to maref ' 

I bid the fla^tterer Hope farewdL 

Be all her syren arts forgot 
That fiird my bosom with alrrms x 

Ah ! let )ief 'crime-^i'-^ little spof^w 
Be lost amidst kdp bkoe of ^Karms. 

As on I waadev silow, my sig&a 
At every st6p for Cjnthia mourn: : 

My anxknis heart wit&ia me dies, 
^nd sinking, whkipers, ^< Oh, retnm f* 



Deluded 
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Deluded heart ! thy folly knoir, 
Nor fondly narse the fatal flame: 

By absence thott shaltlose thy woe, 
And oxi\y flutter at her name. 



WorxoTT. 



■~i 



9 



,^tm^ 



Go, tell Amynta, gentle swain, 
I would not die, nor dare co?|iplwR.i 
Thy tuneful voice with numbers join, ; 
Thy voice will more prevail than minf i ' 
For souls opprest, and dumb with griefs; 
I'he Gods ordain'd this kind relief, 
That music should in rounds ponsiey 
What d)'ing lovers dare not say. 

A sigh, or tear, perhaps, she'll giv^> 
But love on pity cannot live. 
Tell her, that hearts for hearts were ^Biadc^ 
A-nd love with loye is only pa«d»f :.:." 
Tell her, mj pMns so fast incr-easey 
That soon ih^j will be. paftt redress ;: . ? 
For, ah ! the wretch that speechless lies 
Attends but death to close his eyes. 



Dryd&n. 
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Yes, fairest proof of beauty's power, 

Dear idol ^qI roy .p^ujfeig heart ; 
Nature potntt this mj fatal hour; 

And I have Uved ; and we must part. 

While now I take my last adteu) ^ 

Heave thou no sigh, nor shed a tear, 

Lest yet my half^elosed eye may view 
On eatrthan object -worth Us care. 

From ji^louKys tormefttiDg strife 

For ever be thjr bosom freed ; 
That nothing may disturb thy life, 

Content I hasten to the dead. 

.J 

Yel when some better' l^tCod youth 
Shall with- his amoroits parley more thee^- 

Jteflect one moment on his truth - 
Who dying thus persists to lofe thee«- 

■ ■ '■ • ■ - ' • .-' 1 

PlUOR. 
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On CTcry hiU, in ^•rjr gipr^ ''^ 

■Along tbe margia of each stream. 

Dear consqious, scenes of fqnaer love| 
I mourn,. .%i]t4J)a]pao0 iiv^^ theme. 

The hilfs, the groves, the streams remaiai 

But Damou tbece I %e»\ in tahi* 



V •. v> .' 
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Now ta tib« mosBf Oftv« I fly,/ 

Wheve to mf twim I of^ hftTi «iii§y ^ 
Well pleased the bf owning goats to spy^ i 

As o'er-iftre aliry^ steeps th^ii«ii|^' ^ ^ * ^^ 
The mossy carve^ th»^§oats ireiaiuii^ ;: ' 

But Damon ttvere I^ Mek m ^ajRi* * . t 

Now through the wlndhig tale J pa^, ' - ' ^ 
And sigh to see ilbe welf-knowtr i^MLe\- 

I weep, 4tidf kln^ tlf^ bended giim ' *' '^ ' 
Where lor^ and Dttmon fondly p!aff*i^^ 

The Tale, (he shade, tile gtitss,. rettiithirj;''' ^ 

But Damon thcro 1 seek in tahi. ' -^ 



■.^''^^?roin 
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Prom hill, from dale, each charm is fled, 
Grores,^ flocks, and founiaiBS please no moM^ 

£ach flower in pity 'droops its head, 
Ail nature does my loss deplore. 

All, all reproach the faithless swain, 

Yet Damon still I seek in raitti '^ 



Xif Tain you tell y6iit parting lorer 

You wish fair winds may waft him OfQt} 7 

Alas 1 whsit winds can happy prove 

That bear me far from what I love I 

Alas ! what dangers 011 the maia 

Can equal those which I sustain 

From slighted tows and cold disdain ( 

Be gentle, an4 in pity qhoo^e 

To wish the wildest tempests loose i 

IThat, thrown again upon the coast 

Where first my shipwreckt heart was Io«t) 

I may pnce more repeat my pain. 

Once more in. dying notes complaiii . ,, . 

,^( slighted Vows and C0I4 disdain. 



i^iiiofi. 
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Why, Delia, ever while I gaze 
Appears ifi (fofnaii^i ^^'ffig i^^ ? f -'A 

Why are those smUes to oae <]^04; 
That gladden every heart besjd^e ? . ..j • 
Id Tain your eyes my flame r^^sQ,T|^ , 
I may despalr^^ but still must loye^ . .. 

From sweetest airs I sought relief, 
And hoped from music cure for grief ; 
Fool that I was ! the thciUiDg sound 
Served only' to increase the wound ; 
I, while for rest I fondly strove, 
Forgot that music strengthens love. 



^t' 
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To pleasures of a different kind V 

Soon undeceived I tQrn.'d my mind t ; '. ^ { ^4 
I sought the fair, the gay, theyjowigy ■ . ^ 
And dress'd, and play'd, and danced, and song: 
Vain joys I too wes^ mj heart to moFe, 
Ah ! what are you to Jier I love i 

When drooping on the b^ of pain, 
^, I^ok'd on every hope as vain ; 

When 



When pitying friends stood weeping by, 
And death'jLP§j£jhid(L5££m!dJiovcring nigh, 
N« terror could my flame remove. 
Or steal a tjhought from her I lo¥e. 



^ . -* 



<* Absence ihay bring MWj,^ t cric^, 
And straighf 'tliie dreadfal hope t tried; 
Alas ! in Tain was e^ery care ; 
iStill in niy heart I bore my faiiv* 
Ah ! whither, whither shall I rove 
To shun despair, or fly. from loTe t 



< ■ ■! 
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i^HiLx from my looks, fair nymph, you guest 

The secret passions: of mjr mind, 
My heavy eyes^ you say, confess 

A heart tp ioTe and grief indined. 



There needs, alas t but little art 
To have this fatal secret found ; 

With the same ease you threw the dart, 
'Tis certain you may show the wound. 



-J •<■ A 
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ASATDBY SOIffi&; 

Hov can I see yon, aad net lore^ 
While yott as opemiig Eaet aie fak t 

While cold as northern Uwti jou pro? e^ 
How can I love^ and not detpair2 

The wretch in double fetters bonnd 
Tour potent mercj maj release ; 

Soon, if my lore hut oncie were crown% 
Fair prophetess I mj grief would cease* 



■ » .1 tm li* ■ I ' 



^The heary hours are almost past 
That part my loTe and me ; 

My longing eyes may hope at last 
Their only wish to see* 

But how, my Delia, will you meet 
The man yoa 'te lost so long ? 

Will loTe ill all your pulses heat. 
And tremble on your tongae ? 

Will you in OTcry look declare 
Your heart is still the same ; 

And heal each idly anxious care 
Our fears in absence frame ? 



Thuli 
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Thas, DecTA, tKiis I paint the scene 

When shortly we "shadl meet^ 
And try irtSnt yet remains between 

Of loU'riog time io cbeat. 



But if the dream that soothes my mind 
Shall false and groundless prbTe^ 

If I am doora'd at length to iod 
You iMire foif^t to lore ; 



All I of Venus ask is this^ 

No more to let us join : 
But grant me here the flatt'ring bliss^ 

To die and think you mine. 

LyxTBLTOir. 



If wine and music hare tibie power 
To ease the siduiess of the eoul) 

Let Phoebus eyery Mating cftplore^ 
And Bacchus fill ^e spiightly bowl : 

6 



Let 
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Let them their f rieofUy aid em^oy 
To nmke mj GBLOK^'dbstiiee light^ 

And seek for ptosore^ to dotrof 
The sorromi ni tills liveloiig night 

But she tomorrow will return ; 

Venus, be thoa tomorrow great ; 
Thy myrtles strew, thy odours bum, 

And meet thy fsv'rite nyv^h m state* 
Kind goddess, to no other powers 

Let us tomorrow's blessings own ; 
The darling Loves shall guide the hours, 

And all the day be thine alone. 



Prior* 



xloNRST loTer, whosoever, 
If in all thy love there ever 
Was one wavering, if thy flame 
Were not still even, still the same, 
Know this, 
Thou lov'st amiss, 
And to love true, 
Thou must begin again and love anew. 

in 
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If, whe9 she appears iHh^.rooni^ 
Thou dost not fuake^ and art stvaek dumb, 
And in striving this to carer. 
Dost not speak thf words ^wtce orer. 
Know this, &c. 

If fondly thou dost not mistake, 
And all defects for graces take, 
Persnad'at thyself that jests are broken 
When she has little or nothing spoken, 
Know this, &c. 

If when thou appear'st to be within. 
Thou lett'st not men ask and ask again. 
And when thou answer'st, if it be 
To what was ask'd thee properly, 
Know this, &c. 

If when thy stomach calls to eat. 
Thou cutt'st not fingers ^stead of meat. 
And, with much gazing on her face, 
Dost not rise hungry from the place. 
Know this, &c* 

If by this thou dost dtscorer 
That thou art no perfect lover, 

»2 And, 
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And, desiring to love trae^ 
Thou dost begin to lore anew, 
Know this, 
Thou loY'st amiss, 
And to loYe true, 
Thou must begin again and lore anew*. 

Suckling* 



i^HEN Delia on the plain appears, 
Awed by a thousand tender fears, 
1 would approach, but dare not move ;— 
Tell me, mj heart, if this be l^ye ? 

Whene'er she speaks, my ravish'd ear 
No other Toice but hers can hear ; , 

No other Wit but h^rs approve ;— * 

Tell me, my heait, if this be love ? 



* The characterigtic ease and sprtghtlinessof this writer 
appear to much advantage in this piece, which, although 
careless and incorrect in its language, posseaaea the vivacity 
rarely found in English songs unalloyed with coarseness. 

If 
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If .she soiqe uther sw^in commeody 
Tbo' I wj^ once his foadcst friead, 
His instant eneiny I prove ;—<> 
Tell me, my heart, if this be lore ? 

When she is absent, I no more 
Delight in all that pleased before. 
The clearest spring, the shadiest grove ;— 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 

When fond of power, of beauty vain. 
Her nets she spread for every swain, 
I strove to hate, but vainly strove ; — 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 

Lyttelton, 



Afit why most words my flame reveal ? 
Why needs my Damon bid me tell 

What all my actions prove ? 
A blush whene'er I meet his eye, 
W-hene*er I hear Ma name, a sigh 

Betrays my secret love* 

la 



18 AMATOHT SONteS. 

lu ^U fiieir spxMs upon 'fk& pflaiti 
Mine ef es still fiit on him i^matnj ' > 

And him alone a^prOTej 
The rest unheeded dance or plA^^ 
From all he steals my praise awaj^ 

And can he doubt my^ore? 

Whene'er we meet, my looks confess 
The joys that all my soul possess. 

And erery care remove ; 
Still, still too short appears his stay^ 
The moments fly too fast away, 

Too fast for my fond love. 

Does any speak in Damon's praise, 
So pleased am I with all he says, 

I every word approve ; 
But is he blamed, although in jest, 
I feel resentment fire my breast, 

Alas ! because I love. 

But ah ! what tortures tear my heart. 
When I suspect his looks impart 

The least desire to rove ! 
I hate the maid that gives me pain. 
Yet him to hate I strive in vain. 

For ah ! that hate is love. 



// 



Then 
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Then ask. not wQid»^ but read wine e/es, 
Believe 107 blushes, trust my sighs, 

My passion these will ^v^je ; 
Words oft.deceive, and spf ing from art,^ 
The true expressions of ngr. heart 

To Damon, must be love. 



Come here, fond youth, whoe'er thou b« 

That boasts to love as well as me, 
And if thy breast have felt so wide a wound. 

Come hither and thy flame approve ; 

I '11 teach thee what it is to love, 
And by what marks true passion may be found. 

It is to be all bathed in tears, 

To live upon a smile for years, 
To lie whole ages at a beauty's feet ; 

To kneel, to languish and implore, 

And still, tho' she disdain, adore ; 
It is to do all this, and think thy sufferings sweet. 

It is to gaze upon her eyes 
With eager joy and fond surprise. 

Yet 



88 AMA:^qiar,spw^;, 

Yet tempered with such chaste and awful fear 
As wretches feel who wait their doom ; 
Nor mast one rtider thought presume^ 

Tho' but in whispers breathed^ to meet her ear. 

It is to hope) tho* hope were lost, 

Tho* heaven and earth thj passion crost ; 

rho* she were bright as sainted queens aboTe, 
And thou the least and meanest swain 
That folds his flock upon the [^ain, 

Yet if thou dar'st not hope, thou dost not love* 

It is to quench thy joy in tears, 

To nurse strange doubts and groundless fears ; 
If pangs of jealousy thou hast not proved, 

Tho' she were fonder and more true 

Than any nymph old poets drew, 
Oh never dream again that thou hast loved. 

If when the darling maid is gone, 

Thou dost not seek to be alone, 
Wrapt in a pleasing trance of tender woe ; 

And muse, and fold thy languid arms, 

Feeding thy fancy on her charms, 
Thou dost not love, for love is nourish'd so. 



If 
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If any hopes Chy bosom share 

fiat those which Ioyo has planted there^ 
Or any cares but his thy breast enthrall. 

Thou never yet his power hast known ; 

LoTe sits on a despotic throne, 
And reigns a tyrant, if he reign at all. 

Now if thou art 90 lost a thing, 

Here all thy tender sorrows bring, 
And prove whose patience longest can endure ; 

We'll strive whose. fancy shall be lost 

In dreams of fondest passion most. 
For if thou thus hast loved, oh ! never hope a cure. 

Mrs. Bajibavld. 



Y ou tell me that you truly love ; 

Ah ! know you well what love does mean ? 
Does neither whim nor fancy move 

The rapture of your transient dream ? 

Tell me, when absent, do you think 

O'er every look, o'er every sigh ? 
Do you in melancholy sink, 

And doubt and fear you know not why ? 

Do 
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Do yoU) when neariiert die to s$y 
How muck yon love^ y<et canaot tell ? 

Does a look melt your soiii away, 
A toach your neryes with transport swell ? 

Could you for her, fame, wealth, despise ? 

In poverty and toil feel blest, 
Drink sweet delusion from her eyes, 

Or smile at ruin on her breast i 

The charms of every other fair 

With coldness could you learn to view ? 
Fondly unchanged to her repur, 

With transports ever young and new ? 

And tell me, at her loss or hate, 

Would death your only refuge prove ? 

Ah ! if in aught you hesitate. 
Coward ! you dare not say you love. 



Hard is the fate of him who loves, 
Yet dares not tell his amorous pain 

But to the sympathetic groves, 
But to the lonely listening plain. 



Oh! 



Oh ! ivhen she blesses neat yonv skttde^ 
Oh ! trhea: hev footsteps next at e seea< ' 

In flowery tracks along the tnead^ 
In fresher mazes o'er the green, 

Ye gentle spirits of the rale^ 
To whom the tears of lore are dear, 

From dying lilies waft a gale, 
And sigh my sorrows in her ear. 

O, tell her what she cannot blame, 
Tho' fear my tongue must ever bind ; 

O, tell her that my virtuous flame 
Is as her spotless soul refined* 

Not her own guardian angel eyes 
With chaster tenderness his care ; 

Not purer her own wishes rise, 
Not holier her own sighs in prayer. 

But if at first her virgin fear 
Should start at love's suspected name, 

With that of friendship soothe her ear :*— 
True love and friendship are the same. 

Thomson. 
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X HE tears I shed must ever fall ! 

I mourn not for an absent swain^ 
For thought may past delights recall^ 

And parted loTers meet again. 
I weep not for the silent dead^ 

Their toils are past, their sorrows o'er ; 
And those they loved their steps shall tread. 

And death shall join to part no more. 

Tho' boundless oceans roird between, 

If certain that his heart is near, 
A conscious transport glads each scene, 

Soft is the sigh, and sweet the tear. 
E'en when by death's cold hand remored 

We mourn the tenant of the tomb, 
To think that e*en in death he loved 

Can gild the horrors of the gloom* 

But Utter, bitter are the tears 
Of her who slighted lore bewails ; 

No hope her dreary prospect cheers. 
No pleasing melancholy hails. 



Hers 
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Hers are the pangs of wounded pride^ 
Of blasted hope, of witherM joy, 

The flattering veil is rent aside, 
The flame of loTe burns to destroy. 

In vain does memory renew 

The hours once tinged in transports' dye; 
The sad reverse soon starts to view, 

And turns the past to agony. 
E'en time itself despairs to cure 

Those pangs to every feeling due : 
Ungenerous youth ! thy boast how poor, 

To win a heart — and break it too ! 

No cold approach, no alterM mien, 

That just would make suspicion start ; 
No pause the dire extremes between ; 

He made me blest, and broke my heart. 
From hope, the wretched's anchor, torn. 

Neglected, and neglecting all. 
Friendless, forsaken and forlorn, 

The tears I shed must ever fall ! * 

Miss C. 

« An uncommon vein of pathetic tenderness nina through 
this piece, and strongly excites the sympathetic feelings. 

Ir 
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If ever (bon didst joy to bmd 

Two hearts in equal passion joiD'dy 
O son of Venus I hear me now. 
And bid FhOK^pui bless my tow. 

If an J bliss reseryed for me 
Thou in the leaves of Fate shouldst see, 
If any white propitious hour 
Pregnant with hoarded joys in store ; 

Now, now the mighty treasure give, 
In her for whom alone I live ; 
In sterling love pay all the sum, 
And I'll absolve the fates to come. 

In all the pride of full.blown charms 
Yield her, relenting, to my arms ; 
Her bosom touch with soft desires, 
And let her fed wbat she inspires. 

But, Cupid, if thine aid be vain 

The dear reluctant maid to gain, 

If still with cold averted eyes 

She dash my hopes, and scorn my sigbs ; * 

O grant 



I 
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O grant ('tis all I ask of thee) 
That I no more maj change than she ; 
fiat still with dateous zeal loYe on, 
When eyery gleam of hops is gone. 

Leave me then alone to languish. 
Think not time can heal my aaguish, 
Pity the woes which I endure, 
fiat never, never grant a core. 

Mrs. Barbauld. 



As near a weeping spring reclined. 
The beauteous Araminta pined, 

And mourn'd a false ungrateful youth ; 
While dying echoes caught the sound. 
And spread the soft complaints around 

Of broken tows and alterM truth ; 

An aged shepherd heard her moan| 

And thas in pity's kindest tone 

Address'd the lost despairing maid : 

<^ Cease, cease, unhappy fair, to grieve ; 

For sounds, tho' sweet, can ne'er relieve 

A breaking heart by love betray'dr 

« Why 
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<^ Why sboutdst thou waste such precious showers^ 
That fall like dew on withered flowers, 

But dying passion ne'er restored ? 
In beauty's empire is no mean. 
And woman, either slave or queen, 
Is quickly scorn'd when not adored. 

^* Those liquid pearls from either eye, 
Which might an eastern empire buy, 

Unyalued here and fruitless fall ; 
No art the season ^»n renew 
When loYe was young, and Damon true, 
No tears a wandering heart recall. 

<^ Cease, cease to grieye, thy tears are Tain, 
Should those fair orbs in drops of raia 

Vie with a weeping southern sky ; 
For hearts overcome with love and grief 
All nature yields but one relief: 

Die, hapless Araminta, die." 

'Mas. Babbauld* 
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AH staj! ah tarn ! ah whither would you tiy^ 
Too charming^ too relentless maid ? 

I follow not to conquer, but to die ; 
You of the fearful are afraid. 

In Tain I call ; for she, like fleeting air, 
When prest bj some tempestuous wind, 

Flies swifter from the voice of my despair. 
Nor casts one pitying look behind. * 

Cong REV E. 



OWEET maid, I hear thy frequent sigh. 
And mourn to see thy languid eye ; 
For well I know these symptoms pro?o 
Thy heart a prey to secret Ioyo. 
fiut tho* so hard a fate be thine. 
Think not thy grief can equal mine. 
Hope may thy vanishM bloom restore : 
I sigh for him who lives no mo/rem 

♦ In Rowers " Fair Pcnitenf ." 

H The 



The jroiitk f&t whmn Ihy boion-^iglif t;^rr I 
Shall oft delight thy ecMseidttfli ey^ ; 
And oft his voke, in aceetib'iWG^t^ ^ 

Shall friendship's soothing soBg, repeat 
But he for whom my eheek Is pale, 1 

For whom my health and spirits fiti)^ 
Nought to my eyes can e'er restore. 
And I shall hear his yoice ne m&re. 

Thou in existence still canst find 

A charm to captivate thy mind, 

To make the morning ray delight. 

And gi]d the gloomy brow of night. 

l^t Natnre^s charms to me are fled ; 

I nought behold but Henry dead ; 

What can my love of Kfe re§tocfi.f 

I sigh for him who lives no more. • 

Mrs. Opie. 



^M*i 



Dried be that tear, my gentlest love. 

Be husht that struggling sigh ; 
Not seasons, day, nor Fate shall prove 

More fixt, more true than I. 
Husht be that sigh, be dry that tear. 
Cease, boding idoubt—^cease, anxious fear! 

Dost 






Dost ail^ik(Mr;loog/ my* TOWS fhnU At^jF 

Wheii -flkU Afti?a<«e^ isr piifil ? 
How lop^ »)^&efe? mn I say 

HoM Jpn^ jBiy^ ]|fe hW la8((} 

Dried b^ Iki|t4[e«r, l)e h^sbl: ,^t sigh, 

At least. PUiavQ thee tBl I die* . 

. ' • • • • ■ 

And does that thought affect thee too, 

. The thought of Sylvio's death, 

That he who only breathes for you 

Must yield that faithful breath ? 

Husht be that sigh, be dried that tear, 

Nor let us lose our heaveo here ! 



Asl ! tell me not that jealous fear 

Betrays a weak suspicious miud; 
Were I less true, and thou less dear, 

I should be blest, and thou be kind. 

But while, by giddy fancy lee}. 
In search of joy you wildly rove. 

Say, can my mind be free from dread. 
When cTery sense is chain'd by lore ? 

.. ■'■ -^ ' ■ VL% ■■*' Yet 



iqa amjkTORT soim^. 

Yet soon my aaxtoi^s fe»ri »baii .p^aMi^/ v ) 
Since I am doxMn'd f rom the« to ^aii(^^ 

That daj wiU ^to me butk^, IH^I^ ^^ 

For oh ! that day wiU l|rai^sii|y,li^<Ul[* 



If in that breast^ so good^ so pure, 

Compassion ever loyed to dwdl. 
Pity the sorrows I endure ; 

The cause I must not, dare not tell. 

The grief that on my quiet pf«yt, 

That rends my heart, that checks my tongue, 
I fear will last me all my days, 

But feel it will not last me long.* 

Sir J. Moi5RE. 



Too plain, d^ yoBth, tiiese telMaleey^ 

My heart your own declare ; 
But for heaven's sake let it suffice 

You reign triiunphaiit there ! 



* Fron the Frencli. 

Forbear 
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Forbear yoar utmost power to try, 

Nor farther urge your sway ; 
Press not for what I must deny, 

For fear I i^»M ob^y. 

Could all your arts successful prove, 

Would you a maid undo 
Whose greatest failing is her love, 

And that, her love for you ? 

Say, would you use that very power 

You from her fondness claims 
To ruin in one fatal hour 

A life of spotless fame ? 

Resplve Dot then to do an ill 

Because perhaps you may, 
But rather use your utmost skill 

To save me than betray. 

Be yon yourself my virtue's guard. 

Defend and not purine, 
Since 'tis a task for me too hard 

To strive wttli love and you. 

So A MIS J{:ntxs. 




By my sighs yoir latty di^^ofer » 'i^ -^ 
What soft whhes touch my hett^t; -' ' ^ 

Eyes can speak, and tell the iorer 
What the tongue must not impart. 

Blushing shame forbids twealing 
Thoughtft your breast may disapproife ; 

But 'tis hard, and past eonceaUi^y 
When we truly, fondly Ioto. 



Strephox, when you see me fly 
Let dot this your fear create : 

Maids may be as often shy 
Out of ioTe as out of hate : 

When from you I fly away, ' 

It is because I dare not stay. 

Did I out of hatred run, 

Less you'd be my. pain and care ; 
But theyouiii I lore, to. shuq, 

Who can such s^ trial, bear ? 
Who that «uch a swain did SQe^ 
Who could loYe and fly like me ? 



Cruel 



Cruel duty bids me go, 

Gentle rofe^xsTmrmmte ffiTBtay ; 
Dnty's still to loye a foe, 

Shall I this ^c^i^^^f; ot^ 2 
Duty fro wf^. aad^ Qupid smli^ ; 
That defeodsy an4< tl^s begiiiles^ 

Ever by these crystal streams 
I could sit and hear ihed sigh ; 

RaYtshft widi these pleasing dreams, 
O 'tis worse than death to fly s 

But the danger is so great, 

Fear giyes wings, instead of hate. 

Strbfhon, if you loye me, leave me ; 

If you ^tay, I am undone j 
Oh ! with ease you^may deceive me ; 

Pri'thee, charming swain, be gone. 
Heay'n decrees that we should part ; 
That has my vowS) ,but you my heart. 



When first 1 saw thee graceful move. 
Ah me, what meant my thi^obbing breast ? 

Say, soft confusion, art thoif love ? ' 
If love thou ^rt, then farewdl rest \ 



Since 



V - r '^ 
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Since doom'd I am to loTe tfaee, fUr, 
Tho' hopriw -of^nyOTHfetam, 

Yet kill me not with cold despair, 
But let me Uv^ and let sie barn* 

With gentle smiles assuage the pain 
Those gentle smiles did first create ; 

And, tho' you cannot lo?e agaiui 
In pitji oh ! forbear to hate. 



1 DID but look and Ioyc awhile, 

'T was but for one half-hour ; 
Then to resist I had no will. 

And now I hare no power. 

To sigh, to wish, is all my ease ; 

Sighs, which do heat impart 
Enough to melt the coldest ice. 

Yet cannot warm your heart. 

O ! would your pity give my heart 

A comer of your breast, 

'T would learn of yours the winning art, 

And quickly steal the rest 

Otway. 



"TO COMD 

v^OM% thoa rosj-dimpled boy, 
Source of every heartfelt joy^ 
Leaye the blissful bowers awhile^ 
Paphos and the Cyprian isle ; 
Visit Britain's.rocky shore, 
Britons too thy power adore, 
Britons, hardy, bold and free. 
Own thy laws and yield to thee. 
Source of every heartfelt joy. 
Come, thou rosy-dimpled boy ! 

Haste to Sylvia, haste away, 
This is thine and Hymen's day : 
Bid her thy soft bondage wear. 
Bid her for Love's rites prepare. 
Let the nymphs with many a floyrer 
Deck the sacred nuptial bower* 
Thither lead the lovely fair. 
And let Hymen too be there. 
This is thine and Hymen's day. 
Haste to Sylvia, haste away. 

Only 



Only while we lore, we'hve, 
Love alone can pleasure give. 
Pomp, and power, and tinsel siate, 
Those false pageants ot the great, 
Crowns and sceptres, envied things, 
And the pride of eastern kings, 
Are but childish empty t5ys ~ 
When compared to love's sweet joys. 
LoYe alone can pleasure give, 
Only while we love, we live. 



Pai^rat. 



JLesbia, live to love and pleasure, 
Careless what the grave may say : 

When each moment is a treasure, 
Why should lovers lose a day ? 

i 1 ' ■ 

Setting suns shall rise in glory ; 

But when little life is. o'er, 
There 's an end of all the j&tory ; 

We shall sleep, to wake no more. 



Give 



QIyc me then a Uiousand kisses, 

..'■"••■' 

Twice tea thousand more bestow, 
TiU the sum of boundless blisses 
Neither we, nor envj know. * 

Lanqhorn. 



When Fanny blooming fair 

First caught my ravtsht sight, 
Struck with her shape and air, 

I felt a strange delight : 
Whilst eagerly I gazed, 

Admiring ^ery part, 
And every feature praised. 

She stole into my heart 

In her bewitching eyes 

Ten thousand loves appear ; 
There Cupid basking lies. 

His shafts are hoarded there : 
Her blooming cheeks are dyed 

With colour all their own. 
Excelling far the pride 

Of roses newly WoWn. 

* From CatalluB. 



Her 



■ii 



Her well-tuTfi'd Kqabii (CQPifess. , . . 

The lucky hapd of Joye i 
Her features all express . 

The beautoQua Qveea of l4>?e; 
What flames my neryes inyade 

When I behold the breast 
Of that too charming maid 

Rise, suing to be prest ! 



Venus round Fanny'g widst 

Has her own cestna bound) 
With guardian Cnpids graced 

Who dance the eircle round. 
How happy mnst he be 

Who shall her zone unlooie ! 
That bliss to all, but me, 

May heayen and tho refuse I * 

GHESTBRflfSLD. 



'7 



W ow see my Goddess, earthly born +, 
With smiling looks and sparkling eyes, 
And with a bloom that shames the morn 
New risen in the eastern skies ! 

* Written on Lady Frances Shirley. 

f This song is designed as a C0li(fas4 to an address to Wisdom. 

Furnish'd 



Furmsh'd from hat ure^s boundless store^ 
And one of pleasure's laughing train, 
Stranger to all the wise explore, 
She proves all far-sought lend wledge Tain* 

Untaught as Yenps, when she found 
Herself first floating on the sea, 
And laughing beggM the Tritons round 
For shame to look ftorae other way s 

And unaccomplished aH as Eve 
In the first moratng of her Hfe, 
When Adam blush*d, and askM her leaf # 
To take her hand, and call her urife. 

Yet there is something in her face, 
Thd' she's unread in Plato's lore. 
Might bring e*eu Plato to disgrace, 
For leaving precepts taught before. 

And there is magic in her eye, 
Tho' she's unfikill'd to conjure down 
The pale moon from th' affrighted sky, 
Would draw Eodjmioa from* the moon. 

And 
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And there are wprds ,t)^i.t,sU^ caa .^peak| . -^ 
Most easy to be .understood, 
More sweet than all the Heathen Greek 
B7 Helen spoke when Paris woo'd. 

And she has raptures in her power, 
More worth than all the flatt'rmg claim 
Of learning's unsubstantial dower, 
In present praise or future fkme. 

Let me but kiss her soft warm hand, 
And let me whisper in her ear 
What Knowledge would not understand, 
And Wisdom would disdain to hear. . ^• 

And let her listen to my tale, 
And let one smiling blush arise, 
Blest omen that my tows preTail ! 
I'll scorn the scorn of all the wise. 



Ah, how sweet it is to love ! 

Ah, how gay is young desire! 
And what pleasing pains we prove 

When we first approach love's fire ! 

Pains 
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Paini of love are s#eeter far 
Than all other pleasures are. 

Sighs which are from lovers blown 

Do but gently heave the heart : 
£'en the tears they shed alone 

Cure, like trickling balm, their smart 
Lovers, when they lose their breathy 
Bleed away in easy death* 

Love and time with reverence use, 
Treat them like a parting friend ; 

Nor the golden gifts refuse 

Which in youth sincere they send : 

For each year their price is more, 

And they less simple than before* 

Love, like spring-tides full and high, 

Swells in every youthful vein ; 
But each tide does less supply, 

Till they quite shrink-in again. 
If a flow in age appear, 
'Tis but rain, and runs not clear. 

Dethen. 
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Ah ! tell me no more, my dear girl, with a rigb, 
That a coldness will creep o'er my heart, 

That a sullea indifference will dwell on my eye, 
When thy beauty begins to depart 

Shall thy graces, O Cynthia ! that gladden my day. 
And brighten the gloom of the night, 

Till life be extinguish M, from memory stray, 
Which it ought to review with delight ? 

Upbraiding, shall Gratitude say, with a tear, 
^^ That no longer! think of those charms 

Which gave to my bosom such rapture sincere. 
And faded at length jq my arms ?" 

Why yes ! it may happen, thou damsel diyine! — 

To be honest — I freely declare 
That e'en now to thy converse so much I incEae, * 

I've already forgot thou art fair. 
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i IS not the liquid brightness of those ejes^ 
That iwim with pleasuce and delight ; 
Nor those fair hearenlj arches which arise 
O'er each of them to shade their light ; 
*T is not that hair which plajs with every wind^ 
And loves to wanton round thj face ; 
N9W straying o'er thy forehead^ now behipd 
Retiring with insidious grace : 

^is not that loTely range of teeth, as white 
As new*shorn sheep, equal and fkir ; 
Nor e*en that gentle smile, the heart's delight, 
With which no smile could e'er compare ; 
^Tis not that chin so rQund, that neck so fii^e, 
Those breasts that swell to meet my love ; 
That easy sloping waist, that form diyine, 
Nor audj^tj^fiku?, i}Qr aught abore : 

^Tfinot the living colours orer ea^lii 
By nature's finest penoil wrought, 
To shame the fresh-blown rose and blooming ptach, 
/ And mock the happiest painteis'f thought : 

I But 



/ 



U4 jumas>vX(90Mmi, 

Bat 'tis that gentle mind, that ardent loTe^ 

So kindly ans weiiug mj f deaiie; 

That grace with which you look, and speak, and move, 
That thus h^T«!fletiBfI»)alpi^£fe. ^^ i 
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While, St^pi^^qn, tfcus you tejjuse Ottf <.^ 

To say what won my hearty 
It cannot, sure, be treason^ 

If I the truth impart 

*T was not your smile, tho' charming, 
*Twas not your eyes, tho' bright, . 

Twas not your bloom, tho' warming, 
Nor beauty's daszling light : 

'T was not your dresa, tho' shining, 
Nor shape, that made me sigh ; 

'Twas not your tongue, combinipg. 
For that, I knew^ ^IfM ^^ 



No:-^'twas your ^^eperous nature. 
Bold, soft, sincere, and is^^y: 

It shone in erery feature, , 
And stole my hc^rt %W9y« 



WaiSTLIE. 
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1 HE shape ttlmw lei othen prite^ 

The featares of the fair ; 

I look for s|uritio hec^es^ 

And meaning in her air. 

A Idamask cheek and ivory arm 

Shall ne*er my nvishes win ; 
Give me an animated form 

That speaks a mind within ; 

Aface where awful honour shines, 
Where sense and sweetness move, 
And angel innocence refines 
The tenderness of love. 

These are the soul 0( beauty^s frame. 

Without whose vital aid 
Unfinisht all her features seem, 

And all her roses dead. 

But ah i where both their charms n&ite, 

How perfect is the new, 
With every image of deB^ht, 

Yfiftk graces etet new 1 

I « Of 
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Of power to charm the deepest woe, 
The wildest ra^ control ; 

DiffusiDg miidiiess o'er the br^^w. 
And riintnfe Ihtf^ tf»e iiNiL 

Their power hot Jftkiily to enprese 
Ail language must despair ; 

But^o behold Aspasia's face^ 
And read it perfect there. 



Akevside.* 



Kittt'8 charming yojcp and fyofif 

Syren.like, first caught xx\y fmcy ; 
Wit and humour next take place, 

Kitty tunes her pipe in vaia 
With airs most languishing and dying } 

Calls me false ungrateful swain, 
And tries In Tsda to shoot me flying^. 

• Assigned to this aathor by IUtsoa» hu% mat ceati^ed ia 

bis Worker 

Nancy, 



NangV^ Iridt l«lAsUM ai4^ 
Always httmormi^f gaj^ kM wttty^ 

Has talk'd herself into 1117 heart, 
And qiiite ^ckiied twefiift Smr^ 

Ah KiTTT r L6te, ft waAtOD bdyy 

Now pleaded #ftb seiilg, and ftdi^ itridi ^hittle^ 
Still longing for the newest toy, 

Has dbaDged lib wMstltf for a rattier 



W^ouuMT tjtoii ktiow ]ier saicawd chanli4 
Who this deltitted heart alaraisi 
What kind of nijfDph the ji^rebs declte 
That maid that 's made for love and me : 

Who pants te bear the sigh siiMarey 
Wk0 melts to see the tender tesir, 
From each usifefttlB .passion fiae ; 
Sadi the maid that 's made for me* 

Who joys whene'er she sees me glad. 
Who sorrows when she sees me sad^ 



For 
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For peace and me cao pomp resign : 
Sach the heart that 's made for mine. 

Whose soqI with generous friendship glows ; 
Who feels the blessing she bestows ; 
Gentle to all, but kind to tfKiet ' ' 

Sach be mine, if such there 'be. ' " 

Whose genuine thoughts, devoid of art, 
Are all the natives of her heart ; 
A simple train, from falsehood free : 

Such the maid that 's made for me. 

» 

ATaant, ye light coq^uets ! retire, 
Whom glittering fops around admire ; 
Unmoved your tinsel charms I see : 
More gienuine beauties are for me. 

Should Loye> fantastic as he is. 

Raise up some rival to my bliss, 

And shoojd she change — ^but can that be 2 

No other maid is made for me. 

Hamilton. 
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fliiL to the mjKii^ sba^e^ 

All hail to the jQjrpi^hs of the fields ! 
Kings would not here inyade 

The pleasure that virtue yields. 
Beauty here opens her arms 

To soften the languishing mind, 
And Phyllis unlocks her charms ; 

Ah Phyllis ! oh why so kind ? 

Phyllis^ thou soul of lore, 

Thou joy of the neighbouring swains ; , 
Phyllis, that crowns the grove^ 

And Phyllis that gilds the plains ; 
Phyllis, that ne'er had the skill 
' To paint, to patch and be fine, 
Tet Phyllis whose eyes can kill, 

Whom nature hath made diyine. 

Phyllis, whose charming song 
Makes labour and pains a delight ; 

Phyllis, that makes the day young, 
And shortens the livelong night ; 

Phylliii 
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Phyllis, whpse lips like May 
Still iaagh at the sweets they bring ; 

Where lore oerer knows decay, 
But sits with eternal spring. 



1 ELL me no vMfB how fiiit she h; 

I hare no mind to luttp 
The story of that distant bliss 

I never shall eoitie near i 
By sad experience I have found 
That her perfection is tey weuiid* 



Leb» 



And tell me nut how f^rtkl I Urn 
Ta tenvpt my daring fate^ 

From whenee no trioiAph eter caitoe 
But to rdpent too hit t 

There is some lidpe ere long I may 

In silence dot^ myself away. 

I ask no pity, Lote^ from thee, 
N(» will thy justice blane. 

So that thou wilt not eorfy me 
The glory of my flam^ 



Which 
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Which crowtis my heart ifheoe'er it diei^ 
In that it falU heir 9acrifiQe« 

HtfN. King, 

BISHOP OF GHICUESTEB* 



Fj^om th J waves, stormy Lannow, I fljr, 
From the rocks that are lash'd by their tide ; 
From the maid whoso cold bosom, relentless as they, 
Has wreckt my warm hopes by her pride* 
Yet lonely and rude as the scene, 
Her smile to that scene could impart 
A charm that might riyal the bloom of the Tale ;— 
But away, thou fond dream of my heart ! 
To thy rocksi, stormy Laaoow, adieu I 

Now the blasts of the winter come on^ 
And the waters grow dark as they rise ; 
But 'tis well!— ^they resemble the sullen disdam 
That has lour'd in those insolent eyes. 
Sincere were the sighs it repressed. 
But they rose in the days that are flown ; 
Ah, nymph ! unrelenting and cold as than art. 
My spirit is proud as thy own. 

To thy rocks, stormy Lannow, adf<^n ! 

Lo! 






■' ■ u 
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Lo! the wings of,|^,«^f|(^V^fl<? ?prwA> . . O 
To escape the roughjft^^iii,)fjr,t[}^ei/,.flig^ftf, 

And these caves will afford them a gloomy retreat 

From the winds and the billows of aigjit* 

Like them to the home of mj youth^ 

Like them to its shades I retire : 

• • • ■• >''•{> ', ... 

Receive me, and shield Vny Text.spiqt, ye gi^ores ! 
From the storms of insulted desire. 

From thy waves, rocky Lannow, I fly ! 

Anna Ssward. 



..1 



While in the bower with beauty blest 

The loved Amintor lies, 
While sinking on Zelindi's breast 

He fondly kiss*d her eyes ; 

A waking nightingale, who long 
Had mourned Within the shade. 

Sweetly renewM her plaintive song 
And warbled thro' the glade. 

<^ Melodious longstress,'' cried the swain, 
*^ To shades less happy go j 



Or, 



Or, if with us thou Wilt remaiti, 
Forbear thy^ttrnelbr wdt. 



** While in Zelinda^s arms I lie, 
To song I am not free ; 
On her soft bosom while I sigh, 
I discord find in thee. 

<< Zelinda gives me perfect joys ; 
Then cease thy fond intrusion ; 
Be silent ; mnsic now is noise, 
Variety, confusion." 



When Sappho tuned the raptured strain, 
The lisfning wretch forgot his pain ; 
With art diyine the lyre she strung. 
Like thee she play'd, like thee she sung. 

For while she struck the qniyering wire 
The eager breast was all on fire ; 
And when ahe join'd the vocal lay, 
The captive soul was clmtm^d away. 



But 
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But had she added still to ihest 
Thy softer, chaistet, power to please ; 
Thy beauteous air of sprightly youth. 
Thy natiTe sooriles of artless truth ; 

She nc^er had pined beneath disdain, 
She ne'er had play'd and sung in vain ; 
Despair had ne'er her soul possest 
To dash oh rocks the tender breast. 

Smollett. 



Go, plaintire sounds ! and to the fair 
My secret wounds impart ; 

Tell all I hope, tell all I fear, 
Each motion in my heart. 

But she, methinks, is listening now 
To some enchanting strain ; 

The smile that triumphs o'er her brow 
Seems not to heed my pain. 

Tes, plaintive sounds! yet, yet delay, 
Howe'er my loye repine ; 



Let 
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Let that gay tninute pass away, 
The next perhaps is thine. 

Yes, plaiatiTe sounds ! no longer crost, 

Your grief shall soon be o'er ; 
Her cheeky undimpled now* ha^ lost 

The smile it laiely wore. 

Yes, plaintire sounds ! she now is yours^ 

'Tis now your time to more ; 
Essay to soften all her powers, 

And be that softness^ lore. 



• 



Cease, plaintire sounds ! your task is done 

That anxious tender air 
Prores o'er her heart the conquest won ; 

I see you melting there. 

Return, ye smiles, return again | 
Return, each sprightly grace ; 

I yield up to your charming reign 
All that enchanting face. 



I take no outward show amiss^ 
Rove whore you will, her eyes ; 

Still let her smiles each shepherd bless, 
So the but hear my sighs. 
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tVhen charaiflg Tbrami mta eitigs, 
Each new air new passioD briogs ; 
Now I resohe, and now I fear ; 
Now I'triumphy bow despair; 
Frolic noW| now faint I grow ; 
Now I freeze^ and now I glow. 
The panting zephyrs round her play. 
And trembling on her lips would stay ; 

Now would listen, now would kbi, 
Trembling with diyided Utss; 
Till, by her breath r^ulsed, they fly. 
And in low pleasing murmurs die. 
Nor do I ask that she would gire. 
By some new note, the power to liye; 
I would, expiring with the sound, 
Die on the lips that gate the wound. 



Mt 
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Soft af iNae kkkd looks she gave me, 
Wheti wifh lovers xesistleBs art^ 

And her eyes, she did easiaTO me: 
But her constancy 's so weak, 

She '8 so wild and apt to wanderi 
That my jealous he^Mrt would break 

^ould we livo one day asunder. ' 

Melting J0y8 about her move, 

Wounding pleasures, kiUiag blisses ; 
She can dr^s her eyeft i& lote, 

And her lips can arm with kisses ; 
Angels listen whea she speak% 

She 's my ddi^ty>all mankind's wondimr, 
But my jealous }mmt would break 

Should W6 ]km one day^ astmder^ 

ROCHESTSB. 



•vU 
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Let the ambitious farour find 

Iq courts and empty noise^ 
Whilst greater lore does fill my mind 

With silent real joys. 

Let fools aod knaves grow rich and gfeat| 
And the world think 'era wise, 

Whilst I lie dying at her feet, 
And ail that world despise. 

Let conquering kings new trophies raise, 

And melt in court delights^ 
Her eye« can give 196 brighter days, 

Her arms nmch softer nights. 



Dorset* 



C>oMs> let as now resolre at last 
To lire and love in qniel ; 

We'll tie the knot so Tery fast, 
That time shall ne'er untie it 



Th# 
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The truest jojs Hhey seldmn prOTe 

Who free from quarrehi fire; 
'Tis the most tender part of lore 

Each other to forgire. 

When least I seem'd concerned, I took 

No pleasure and no rest ; 
And when I feign'd an aogry look, 

Alas ! I loved you best* 

f 

Ovrn but the same to me, you'll find 

How blest will be our fate : 
Oh ! to be happy, to be kind, 

Sore never is too late. 

Sheffield Dqke of Buckinoban. 



From all uneasy passions free. 
Revenge, ambition, jealousy, 
Contented, I had been too blest 
If love and you had let me rast : 
Tet that dull life I ooir dei pise ; 

Safe from yonr eyes 
I HHur'd no grkfi^ bat thep lUmd na joys. 

K Amidst 



Amidst a tho«mid kind djesirei 
Which b eatt ty fl i ove s ^ au d i o t e ii n pirei» 
Such pangs I Ifbel of tender fdar^ 
No heart so soft as mine can betH** r| 

Yet III defy the worst of harm's, " ' 

Such are your charms, 
»Tis worth a life to die within your ajrmsJ 



DS, 
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Orx on the farottbM ocean's face 
Loud stormy winds atiM | 

The murmuring surges swell apace, 
And clouds obscure the skies. 

But when the iempest*s rage is 6* er, 
Soft breezes smoothe the main; 

The billows cease to iash the shore^ 
And all Ircafanragaki* 



^ot so In fbiAl atr^iltoHKis sbUllr 

If tyrant lore ondt teag**^ 
There one eternal toinpM rofilS ' 
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/Tji, ."i 't ,r.i,-,1 'lO )" .Tit ( ^ ^..> -.,,'^ 

REPARED to rail. re8ol?ed, to part. , > 

n.t .'■■It JT(r jf^-^ ./; '.T^ /•*;{: -'^^ } ^: 

When 1 approach the peri urea maid 
Wb^t is it awQsi my timorous heart ? 
Why is my tongue afraid r 

With the least glance a little kind 

Such wondroiis^pow^r haveMTRA*8 cWmt^ 
She calms my doubts, enslaves my mind^ 

And all m|r ra^e disarins. ^-^ 



I 



jForgetfuI of hqr broken tows, , 
When gazi|ig aa that form diving 

Her injured fassal trembling bows^ 
Nor dar^s her slave repine.. 



t. h 



Landsbovn. 
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Come, ay yi^tiy^ni^ whfW k^i^|,^'/«r UH 
By cruel be^iMl}['i^i>rJd«; .„ . . ?. , . t H 

Bring each Otff^a^dtQ^ h|ft.}WJ>-. ..^ , ,nT 
Let none hi^iiiiM^qffji^jiid^i mu v ?* a 

'i^k.i-^H * ^ But 



Bat band ii^ hsmd aroiMid me moTe^ . ^ 
Singing the saddest taltt of lore ; 
And see, whenyoqr comjilaiQtsjre joUi| .^ 
If all your wrongs can equal mine* ^ 

X&e happiest mortal once was X, 

Mj heart no aorrows knew $ 
Pit J the pain with whidt, I die, 

Bot ask not whence it grew : 
Yet if a tempting fair jou find, 
That 's Tcry lorely, Tery kind, 
Tho' bright as hearen whose stamp she bears^ 
Think of my fate, and shun her snares. 

OrwAlr* 



Slow spreads the gloom tny aoul desires^ 
The sun from India's shore retires; 
To EranlNiDka^, wilii teo^wrate ray, 
Home of my youtbp it l^ada the day. 
Oh, banks Ipt me £ar.MPerdeatl .^ 

Oh, stream whose BMirmajrt'SliU I heart . 
All, all niy ho^ oC Misa reside 

Wher^ EvaAo^leiiriilfc tht Girder 

And 
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And shi^, in simple beauty drest^ 
Whose image lives wiCHia my oreast^" 
Who trembnhg beard my parting sigh| 
And lon^ plarsued'me wii:6 lier eye ; ' 
Does she, with heart unchanged as minej 
Oft in the :^ofcin>6Wfcfr«'tedfti^, 
Or Inhere yon' gifdlt c^cHiiattgii th^ "fide, 
Muse, while tWKtati^etekd the Clyde ? 



Ye lofty banks that Evan bound. 
Ye lavish woods that wave around^ 
f And o'er the stream your shadows throw* ,., 

Which sweetly winds so far bdow; 
^'^ Wbkt secret charm to memory brings 
All that on Evan's border spriogs ? 
Sweet banks ! yejbloom by Mart's side ; 
Blest stream ! she views thee haste to Clydtf. 

Can M lb&;>ire«Ifii «f ladirs i^tm 
Atone fofydaTsiti i&bse^c^'fosf?- 
Retnrn, ye iiM«fien«ft^<)iPid6ligh^ ^ ' 
With riciibr ti[^eii^«^4>l6b^«i(y iighit; 
Swift from illtl^^^g^t idl m§ pttrl^ - 
And iytiti tif^(^ft^1l(iwditd'fa^t-$"* ' 
Nor more ^^^vl^vAy fttepi^^iffde 
From t}ihti<l^i«iite^i#U<^«fK^^ Ulyde. 

Burns. 



1 ELL my^SpiMEvpioar tltal'Ii dM^^(|.i 7:^ ^'V 
- ' • Let c<^bo^ to ea€li*otb9r tell, 
Till the mourofol accents fljr 
To Sriisi^iioN'&ear, and all 19 vel)* 

But gently breaCbe the fatal truth, 
And soften every harsher sound. 

For Strepuon 's such a tender youth, 
The softest words too deep will woun4| 

Now, fountains, ' echoes, all bedoaib|« 
For, aliQUid ieost my swjmo a^teap,' < -^ 

I should repeat it in itiy tomb, - '^ 

ijLnd grieve I bought my rest so dear* 

N ^ I < I . p^i I J i j '» 

jTrom place to place, forlorn, I go^ 
With downcast eyes, a silent shade ; . 

1< orbiddcn to declare my woe ; 

To spea^k. till spoken to. afraid.* ,,. 

* This is ft T^fjr tng^iltei allta^n-^ ffa« |iojpilar noiioa 
thai frosts are not permitled to «peak tiU first addressed by 
the beholder. 



My inward pangs, mj secrot grief^ 
My softTonsentmglo oki b e tray } 

He loyeS) bat gives me no relief ; 
Why spoaii^ liol^he s«ko;v)ft^ >\: v; 

■t\ • ' . V ' ^ .'Steel. 



1 UAYE a silQiit sorrow horc^ 

A f rief I 'U fvo'w wpart ; 
It hKf^^ ^ Mgh) it s|ieds w, io^. 

Bat it coi|p)^es;ny bf^art. 

■ '.'■' .■--.• / ^w .•■ 
This chcrisht woe, this lored despair. 

My lot for ever be, 
So, my soul's lord ! the pangs I bear 

Be fiever known by thee. 



»• 



And when pale ctiaractors ^f death 

Shall mark this alter'd cheek. 
When my poor wasted trembling lireath 



^^.' » V 



' I shall 

•> •.. . .. ^.-t 



ise a^Z-BSrV'^iMs^v 

I shall not raise my eyes to lieafen. 
Nor merqr ask for me ; 

Mj soul da sp a iTi t o4ie f o rgir e n , 
Uopardoa'd, lore! bjthee.* 



R. B. SHEaiDAv. 
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HEEE is oae dark and sullen hour 

Which fate decrees our lives should knoir. , . 
Else we should slight th' Almighty power, ^ 

Wrapt in the joys we find l)elow : 
'Tis past) dear Ctnthia, now let frowns beeone; 

A long, long penance I have doae 

For crimes, alas ! to me unknown. 

In each soft hour of silemt- night - 

Your image in my dreata ap^rs ; . ^•'- 
I grasp thesoui 61- my del^ht, > / 

Slumber in joysj bat wake in liears : 
Ah ! faithless charming saint, ^h*t iHll yon do i 

Let me not tftink I>«ra Iby you 

LoTed less for being truer 

* From the play of Tlie Stranger, in tM character of an 
unfaitbfal but penitent wife. 

Can 
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Oan loving father ever prove 
From loTing daughter purer love ? 
For him my .duteous pray.ers. Ascend ; 
To him my kindest wishes tend : 
If sickness bid his spirits flf, 
Or blanch his cheek, or dim his.eye, 
Till health my anxious care relieve, 
How do I, sad one ! droop and grieve ! 
Yet ah ! I own with conscious shame| 
'T is mine to love a dearer name. 

Sweet soothing task! I daily trace 

Affection in a mpther's face ; • > . ,, s 

Its rising flusk delighted see^ 

And catch the sigh that breathes for me. 

Can I thy lo9g long cares review. -; 

And ohioats^e^on of ita due? 

No, mother, jieiref l-^F-Sakits abote - 

Feel not the fervour o^f my ioie: 

But still, I own with conscious shame, 

*ri8 mine to lore a dearer name. 

Oh, 



Oh, Heai^y^pay^^^jr,^P5lj?; pride!. , ., ^ 
Shepid tep.<Jfjr hcj^r^ jfkp. tbf^e divide ? . 
Sure rjgiteoiJS jtie^y^eq.cap n^>r app^^^^^ .. 
Sure mine it, calls ^Dfaa]jQw^d love! v 

"-• ■ •'./" 1 ,' * i Jill.: ' > ' T"' lift 

Yet \vould the soft parental Toice 
Confirm aqd sa^ctify.^y. fjl^^^^^ .^.^ ..^ 
Bid^e uyr.l)ajjt.3^^i^,gi^e .., ^^^ ^..y. .^. 

To him for w)i9W in^e^ Ij^^Tl,. .. I j J 
'J'han father— i^pther^rri/^erUi^mjie ., ,.^ 
Nor heart coul4.'*'!ish| 90^ .^o^^jftt <i9«*y;ffamc. 



r 






jTair, and soft, and gay, and young, 
All charm ! she playM, i>he danced, she sang, 
There was no way to *scape the dart, 
No care could guard the lover's heart. 

*^ Ah ! why,". c?ied I, and dropp'd a tear,' 
(Adoringjf ycjt despairing e'er 
To have her to myself alpne) , 

*^ Was $0 much sweetness made for ouq!" 

But growing bolder, in her ear 

I in soft n^mbcr& told nvy care ; 

She heard, and raised me. from her fe^t, 

And seemed to glow with cciual heat* 

Like 



Like befttc^o'^, to6 mighty to etpress. 
My joy a t'ould t>ut be IcnoWn by guess ! 
" Ah t fool,'* 'srfia t, " what haye I done, 
To wish h^r made for more than one V* 

But long I had not been !o view, 
Before her eye^s ttelr beams withdrew 
Ere I had reckoned half her charms 
She sttnk into another's arms. 
' But she that once could faithless be^ 
Will favour him no more than ine : 
He too will find himself undone^ 
And that sb^ wa$ qot made for one. 
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k'B& cruel you seem to my pain, 
And bate me because I am true ; 

Yet, Phyllis, you lote a false swain, 
Who has other nyitiphs In bis view. 

Enjoyment •» a trWe tp him, 
To me wb^kt a beaTen 't\roufd bet 

To hiiQ but 9 woiilan you s^em, 
^^^j ab ! ytiu 'r^ an aogpl to mo. 



Those 



Siai clfaghig'^ttnhd Hiat'^tt'-iHifat'*'- ' '^^J- ^rf- 
WMdi be'i^iisils b^(te him yo^ |;io;'^'>^ ^^^'^^ 

That arm, )\lf^B,myj,^ \f}Ht(i,, . ,.., ,,j,, ^^i^ 
\Yhjch OYerl^is ijhquja^jjs, jrpH }^jr>,, ..;,,,.^ ,^r^ 

My bosom cQu|d w^jpii^ ajl nigj^. . ,,. ,,> ,^ ^^ 
My lipa th^jcpnldj^esi? it all4*7%.i,. ./,r. y, ,s 

Were I like a monarch to reign^ 

Were Graces my subjects tb He/ ''* *- '''- ^ 
Vd leave them, and fly to the plate; ' " ' ^ -^ 

To aWdl Iti a cottage irithfliie. ' 






But if I must feel your disdsun, 

Jf tcans eauDot cruelty drawv^ , 3 - ( .^ v3[ 

Oh! let me Jiot Ure in this p^% . . ;,^.,. j 

But give me my death ina frowa, ,j., ^ j j^ 



^ ^ . . . 



TV. , ^ 



Ye shepherds and ftynipfes tfratadbviihe^ay plaiiii^' 
Appi^dach froirt your Jsportsahditt&dtonCi^stniini 
Amongst all^your number a lover so true 
Was ne'er so undone with such bliss in his Tiew. 

Was 



K 
\ 



^^JlM^RafTgfMf^, Wl; 






Was ever a^grppl;^ w^,|i«^4-^W<^^s^^ti^:? 
She knows mc jitoppi!^,^4#^^«P» ^^W' J.P^^ 
She does not?dis4a4qijn%jipr,,f4r0Wfa h! h^^ 
But caln^ ^d p?iljlljr,,i^igi|^ m^J^ ^e^th- > > 

She calls me her Mehd^ tut hef loVdr dent^ ;' 
She smiles \dicltl Pt^ tHkeetttHy bnt hears not my sight* 
A bosom so £^iy, so gentfe iin air, 
Inspires me with hope, and yet bids me despair. 

I fall at her feet and Implore her with tears ; 
Her answer confounds, while her manner end^rs : 
When jsoftly she tells me to hope no relief, , 
My trembling lips bless her in spite of my grief. 

By night, whenl slumber, still haunted with care, 
I start up in anguish, and sigfi for the fair : ^'' ' 
The fair sleeps in peace, may sh^ ever do sa! 
Ai2d only when dreaming imagine my woe. 

Then gaze at a di^fahce, nor further aspire, 
Nor think she could love trhom she cannot admire : 
Hush all thy compliuning; and^ ^y^ng her slarp^ / t 
Coinmeod her to heaven, and thyself to the gra?^ ,^ 

Hi^MiciPoirJ'^ 

•-••■-.'.• k ■ . • . ■ f . I •• • ^ . • ■ " • ' • '- J* 
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Ye happy 8iitabi% wliope hemriBAt^JrA! 

From lore^s iinperifisL /^liain, : < ; ^ ,) 
Take waroing apd be itaog^ hj me u a 

To avoid tb'eachaialifig. pain.; 
Fatal the wolves to trembUog floclui 

Fierce winds to blossoms prove^ 
To careless seamen hidden rocks, 

To human quiet loTe« . > . 



/•. 



Fly the fair sex if bliss jou prize. 

The snake 's beneath the flower j 
Whoever pzeA 9n beauteous e^e9 

That tasted quiet more ? 
How faithless is the lover's joy ! 

How constant is their care ! 
The kind with falsehood do destroy^ 

The cruel with despair. . 
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In its grace»4ild'air^ ' ' 

All bright a» tfti tRigiA tt«W drtspt frotd «li« Ay f 
At distance I gase^ and am kWed hy my f 6atS| 

So straAj^^Ij^ ym dafeelb my c*je I ' 

Bnt ivhcn ^tboirf art 

Your kind thoughts yoa Impart, 
When your love runs in blushes thro* eyery yeiii ; 
When it darts PMU f6dr eyetej wlien k partts in y our 
heart, ■• 

Then I know yt>!i 're d xTdnuM ag4tn« • 

• i » . . 

** There 's a pai^sioii and pride 

In our sex," she replied, 
*^ And thus, might' I gratify b6^h, would I do; 
Still an angel appear to cadnloier beside, 

But irct be a woman to you." 
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One eTe&iflig <m the {MkI) 
And 8aw the geMle Stmuthon vait 

To tell the njrii^[>hJiis pain, 
The threatening danger toremore^ 
She whisper'd in her ear, 
<^ Ah Phyllis! if yon wonld notlave^ 
That shef^rd do not hear^ , 

^^ None e^^ bad.so strange aq art 
His passion to convey 
Intp a Mst'niag Tirgin'« heart, 

And steal lier soul away^ 
FIy» fly betimes^ for fear yoa giTO ,;: 
Occa»on for your ^Ate«'^ 
<^ In Tain,^' sikl: she, ^^ ia yain I s|ri¥e;$ 
Alas 1 't^ BG^ :loj) i^tg/? , 
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Sir Carr Scropb. 
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(Jan loTe be eootrpled by ^Aflsel 

Can madocss and reaaoii 9ffmi 
O MoLtT^ who 'd-^Ter be wis^^ 

If madness is loring of ihee I 
I^t sages pretend to. daspise 

The joys thejwant spiiits to taste ; 
Let us seize old Time as he.flieS| 

And the blessings of life while they last 

Dull wisdott but adds to oar c^ires ; 

Brisk love will improve ev'ry jojr-; 
Too 90on we. may meet with.giay bairl^ 

Too late may vepent being coy. 
Then, MoixT) for what sboiUd we stay 

Till oar best.bkNMi b<;gtns to run cold ? 
Ottr yotttk we €aa liave bat today, 

We may always find time fo grow old* 



BfiRKKLST. 



Hfi( iMKiniGBlSaiifiBk. 






vl .M 



1 HiiTK no more, mj gentle maid. 

To withhold the promised treasure : 
Can thy tongue delay persuade, 

While thine eyes penmadfiJo pleasure ? 
Long, too long, thine arts have strove 

'Gainst my lore to arm my reason' } 
Pleading youth in bar of lore 

Is to Cupid's court a treasons ' 

While from day to day I spy 

Some ne# diarm its sweets disclosiog, 
Thought prtsents to fancy's eye 

What from day lo day I'm kM[kit« k A 
Shall the budded^ose expand 

On tha air its beauties wasting^ A 

Cropt by no deiiriagMBd,. 

None its early fragrance tasting I 



A I 



Gentle mud, resign thy fears; 

O^y if fear& thou must be f^diai^ •« 
Dread the sili^l tbeft jQtj^eai;^^, :. -. 

Youth, and joy, and beauty stealing. 

' " Shield 



msxaaatmaisiau ^p 

Shield thee^ shield thee ia my arms 
From the fie nd all bl iss destroy ing ; 

Make me guardian of thy charms ; 
I '11 secure them— by eajoyiog. 






It f <m 



Why, CPi»M5rdit%i^/ why «o ftcdt 
To Tex a tender heart ? 

To gold and 4N^le >^oti retent $ 
liOre^ilifOYift w vain his iAtt 



« ■ -. 



J. A. 
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Let glittoiing Ibpg In ^eotirts 1i^ gri^t^ ' 

For.pay letafmleBiiioVe; - ' 
Beauty sl^iil# have ^o dther bait ' 

But gentle vii#s aM l^iN$. ' 

If on those endless charms yon lay 

Theyahte^mi'tmek'dtie, ' ' 
Kings a^^tMnfUbFres too poo^ to pay, 

A thonsaiMtMvdrldd t»d ftfH'. 

«• i ' But 



MP 



tw 



r. 



Without 4jfi|§iifft^ir>af^t ^ 
Ah, Celia! if triie l^TQ'g jww ] 




*■ 


Lansdowne. 
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FoRETi;R^ Fortune, wilt tho^ prore 
An unrelenting foe to loT^i . 
And^ when we meet a viutual hearty 

Come in between and bid us part ? 

■ ' '' 

Bid ui $i|j[Ii oil («^ii^ day to. da^^ / 

And wish, and wi9h the soul awaj, 
Till 7outli,fpd (SfXfMjom Me4«bW% 
And aU the Jiffi^ of Jif« 18 Smi^ ; 

But bq8}^,tei4jr still ait^ Ami 
To bind the loT^kfS jojileiSToiry 
The heai[t fro» pkasttreiloddndey 
And join % geajtb to Om i»d«r < > 



For 



for once, O f^Wrfti^ Itealf^f l^^erf - 
And I abfiolTo tllf filute laii*e; 

All m^ amak i rt^i^i- ^ ' ^ 

Make bot the dear 'AmAMBMtBikke, ^^ 

Thomson. 



Dear CHLOt, while thus beyond measure 

Yoo treat me with doul^ts and disdaiO)V 
Ton rob all your youth of its pleasure. 

And hoard up aa old age of pain t 
Yoar maxim, that love is still founded 

On charms that will quickly decay^ 
Tou will find to be very ill grodnded 

When once you its ifictates obey. 

The passion from beauty first drawn 

,Your kindness will vastly Imlji-oTe ; 
Soft looks and gay smiles are the dawn, 

Fruition 's the shii«hiiie of love r ^ 

And tho' the bright beams of ydur tfea 

Should be cloitdedy thial; wfW are to gay, 
And darknet^-obfi^UTife i^ the sk-ieft^ :, - ^^ 

We ne*cr can forget it tras day. 

Old 




Old Darby with Joan bj his side 

You oft have regarded with wonder ; 
He is dropsical, she is sore-eyed, 

Yel ihef^^Hvvitk^^muMU4 \ h A 
Together tiief tbtter aboiit^ = v m >: 7 . If 

And sit fn the^^mi at ^d4ol9it,' ; >i 

And at flight when old DAttBvfB pot %0vii 

His JoAx will not smoke a whiff more. 

No beauty or wit they possess 

Their several failings to smother ; ^^ 
Then what ax^ the charms, can you gue^s, 

That make them so fond of each other i' 
*T U the. pleasipg remembrance of youth, ,,. 

The endearments that love did bestow, . 
The thoughts of past plea^re and truth| ... 

The best of all. blessings below. , 

These traces for ever will last 

Which sickness nor time (ian remove; " . 
For when youth arid beauty are past, ' 

And age brings the winter of lote, 
A friendship insensibly gt-ows 

By, reviews of such raptures as these, 
And the current of fondness still flows 

Which decrepit old age cannot freeze. 






* The pirtHite D&^Stie»fatihfal0>(l f9upl«^ni(bjf^iig, aa^ 
ijie |>eautifal moral drawn from it> have always been justly 
Ii4inired< 

Away, 



^mwfm^%. 'n 
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AwAx,>M,iiQiig]|t tf9)love displensiiigy 

M7 WiNiFBEpA). move tby &furf 
Let nougbtdfthj A(^hi^?en)jr Uessio^ 
> Nor 8qoaftni9li.9ride9 nor glpomy cai^ 

What tho* no grants of royal donors 
With pompous titles grace our bloody 

We'll shine in more substantial honours. 
And to be noble we 'Jl be good. 

What tho' from fortune^s layish bonntj^ 

No mighty treasures we possess, 
We Mi find within our pittance plenty, 

And be content without excess. 

Still shali each kind returnlBg season 

Sufficient for our wishes give, 
For we will live a life of reason. 

And that 's the only life to Uto. 

« 

Our name, while virtue thus we tender, 

Shall sweetly sound where'er 't is spoke, 

And all. the great ones much shall wonder 

How they adadre such little folk. 

Tlw' 



Thro' yoath^j|,ajpj^iff,loT^^6^jji4^, ^-^ 
We 'U hft^ iff tMi.94i<tg^i; Hm^io^A 

Sweet »iiiilin4p,peai;e slfjll ^ji[p|yjn^,vn|r,f5j!i[epiji5^» 
And pab^, siy^f. pmiUp^j jjj^^* jStt^* 

How should I loTe the pretty creatures 

Whilst round ray knees the/ fondly Ciuttg^ 
To see them look their mbtkier^s ieaturcs, 



To hear them ilbp their mother^s tongno ! 

And when with enry fimeirtLWsptwtbd - ^^ 
ShaH think to t6)> tis of but joy^ ; ^ 

You'll in ydttr glrt« again be cdtarted, 
And I 'II go wooing in my boys* * • 

Gilbert Cooper. 



! , J ■ .• 



O Nancy, wilt thou go with mcj^ 
Nor sigh to leave tlie flaunting to^p ; 

Can silent glens have charms for thee. 
The lowly cot and russet gown ? ^ 

* This pissing delineation of conjugal and domestic feli- 
city was first given by ttte autdor asj^* fpeinthe andeniBAtish." 
Although tUa title was inantfewtiy only a poetne tctioo, or 
rather a stroke ef aatlre^ I>r. Percy, w^ «tf jy^g^ly.. ^oduced 
by it to ijQsert the jkicce auwoj^^lfii ^ I^eU^ucs.Q^ Ancient 
Poetry." 

No 






■\ 



No^lfddgei' dfedfct id jew eh Wrfci " " "' 
"Say cihit Wou qtrit each ibiii'tlj^ icetoc,' 
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" 'Where mu Wert feiresl of the fairt * 

Oh Nanc^ ! when thou 'rt far away, . 

Wilt thoa not cast a wish behind ? 
Say canst thQU ^ce the parcfaing.ray^ 

Nor shrink before the wintry wind r 
O can that soft and gentle nilep. 

Extremes of hardship learn to bear, 
Nor sad regret each courtly scene. 

Where thou w^rt fairest of the fair i 

§ 

Oh Nancy ! canst thou lore so true 

Through perils keen with me to go, 
And| when thy swain mishap shall rue, 

To share with him the pang of woe ? 
Say should disease or pain befall^ 

Wilt thou assume the nurse's care. 
Nor wistful those gay scenes recall 

Where thou wcrt fairest of the fair ? 

«And when at ta8^4by<']0ffi» shall die^ i > , . 

Wiit thou vtceivehif partkig breadi^ -> 
Wilt thou repress each straggling sigh, 

.Arid cheer with tmiies the bed of dekth? 

And 



And wilt thou 6*cr his breathless claj / 

Strew flowersj and drqg^the tender tear; 

Nor then regret those scenes so gay, 
Where thou wert fairest of the fair ? 



>' ''■' >!• '-lu I 
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In vain, foud JQuth^ thy tqars give p'er| 
AVhat more, alas \ can Flayia do ? , 

Thy truth 1 own^ thy fate deplore : ^.; 
All arc not happy that are true. 

Suppress thosa sighs, and we^|) no more j. 

Should heaven an4 ^rth with thee coipbipe, 
'T were aU io uma ; since auy PpWr, ,. ' 

To crown thy lore, must alter min^. 

■. « • . • 

Cut,; if revenge can^ase thy .pain, 
1 '11 soothe the ill^ 1 cannot cure, 

Tell that I drajo; a hopcl^s qhain, 
And all that I inflict, endure. 



TlIK 
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' 1 iiE wretch let me neyer know 
Who turns from Pitt's tearful eye j 

Who melts not at the dirge of woe, 
Bat bids the soal renew its sigh I 

O say not, with the voice of scorn. 

The lilies of thy neck are fled. 
Thine eyes their vanisfa'd radiance mourn, 

The roses of thy cheek are dead* 

Too cruel youth 1 with tears I own 

The rose and lily's sad decay ; 
'*An<l sorrowing wish, for thee alone, 

Their transient bloom a longer day, 

Yet, tho' thine eyes no longer trace 
The healtbfttl Wash of formct charms, 

Jlemember that each luckless grace, 
Coi^iN, faded in % arms. 

Wot.COTT« 
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v> 



fi 



>' <-. 



Xaur4| <bj sighs inpst j^ow w> i^offt 

My faltciing ^tep d^aio, . 
Nor dare 1 hang, tb/ sorKowfi o'eri . / 

Nor clasp thee thns, in Tain 3 
Yet while thy bosom heaves thst sigh^ '? 

While tears thy cheek bedew^ t 

Ah I think — ^tho' doom'd from thee to fljr, 

My heart speaks no adieu. 



Thee would I bid to check (bosesighs^ 

If thine were heard alope ; 
Thee would I bid to dry those eyeSi . ,» 

But tears are in my own. 
One last, long kiss-i-and thep we part-t-r ,-, 

Another — and adieiL . . ;f/ 

I cannot aid thy breaking hearty 

For mine is breaking too* 

- W*Smtth. 
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H ! HenrjTj - (Sure vf evdi^f art 

I school my mind to bear its trial ; ^ 
But iftom^ilfii cdme^' i^ben^ears will start. 

And grief no longer Ixrook dctital : 
Not always caii my heart aclileye 

The parting task — to fly. from 86rroir| 
By rea^on^s liid to cease tog riere j 

And trust the hope that gilds the morrow* 

I trust it oow— my heart is gay^ 

I feel the aid of calmrr reason ; 
Oh t come itSrilf, the lingering day, 

When lo?e and bHss shall Have their seasoa; 
The perils that my soldier try 

Shall hfttt the more his ivorth discover ; 
And fame dhall sooft^d Ms praise on high, 

My hero brave^-my life— *my l^ver« 

My Henry shall with peaoe retuni, 
And war no more oar hearts shall «ever ; 

And bright this happy hearth shall burn. 
And snulet and joys be oars for ef«r* 

Oh! 



tM jemmnft^mtm 
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Oh ! then Row blM!--^a%HM>e-Cof>kl«-^ 
To 6liare ltli/%lis!h--hU lof^>i-4iis |g^ i 

Lire the proud parser tif'im Mir^ '"' ''^ 
And tdl our boys their tdHUa^s fltbfy> 



I M i l l W it * | [] ^| !»< > ■ ■Ill^ill ' Hii H " n . 

Jtlow bright the snn^s declining irtLji 

trlitter on yonder i?ted spire ! 
How sweet the evening zephyr playd 

Thro* those old trees that seem on fire! 
Beneath those trees how oft f ^e str^y^ 

With Marv, rapture ki'my eye*!-*-* 
But now, alas ! beneath their shttde 

All that remahis of Marit lies ! 

Oh I can I e'er the seene forget? 

^T was such an eveningh— this the place^ 
That first the lovely girl I met, 

And gazed upon her angel fiice. 
The west at Sol's deptertiire bloshM,' 

And brighfenM to a erknsowlme; 
Her cheek with kfndred tittfs was flttsbTd^. 

And ah! her sun was skMiigf tooC . 



She 
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Life is ^,<^p^^^ la^ l^ W?/W5 u 7 

,.^ ^jiltjjan-^those scenes where oft I '?e stray'cl 
Transported, I no longer prize ; 
For now, alas ! beneath their shade 
All that f eroa t Pft ef Mah¥ lies^ 

J. Conoeh. 
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WflBN gen^e Ge¥,u first I knew, 
A breast so good, so kind, so. trae, . 

RfHtfon suiA taste approved ; 
Pleased to uidiUge so pure a flame, 
I caird it by too soft a name, 

And fondijr thoQght I loTed. 

Till Chloris came, with sad.su rprise 

I felt the lightning of her eyes 

Thro'. aH iny senses run ; . 

All glowing, with, rejsi^tless charm% 

$b9 jftlPd v^y l?jp«8st with^new alanoji, 

I ww,^ ^ wiMkundonie. 

O Celia { 



)€• AMATORY SONGS. 

Celia i 'dear unhappy msdd, 
Forbear the weakness to upbraid 

Which oof ht your scorn to moTe : 

1 know this beauty faJLse and Tain, 
I know she triampht in my pain^ 

Yet still I feel I loTe* 

lliy gentle smiles no more can please. 
Nor can thy softest friendship ease 

The torments I endure ; 
Think what that wounded breast must feel 
Which truth and kindness cannot heal, 

Nor e'en thy pity cure. 

Oft shall I curse my iron ch^n, 
And wish again thy milder reign 

Wifh long and vain regret ; 
All that I can, to thee I giTe, 
And could I still to reason lire, 

I were thy captive jeU 

But passion's wild impetuous sea 
Hurries me far from peace and thee, 

'T were rain to struggle more : 
Thus the poor sailor slumbering lies. 
While swelling tides around him rise^ 

Ajid push his bark from shore* 



Ik 
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la Tain he spreadf his helpleia uum^ 
His pitjing friends with fond fllafms 

In Tain deplare his stale; 
Still faf) and fsurther from tlie^coasl^ 
On the high surge his bark is tost^ 

And foundering yields to fate. 

Mits. Barbaolb. 



Ij^ LoTe and Reason ne'er agree^ 

And Virtue tremble at his power, 
May HeaTen from Lotc pronounce me free, 

And guard me thro' each tender hour! 

■ 

But if the pleasures LoTe bestoirs 
Are such as Reason pleased alloirs, 

Are such as smiling Virtue knows, 
To LoTe 1*11 pay my Tirgifa tows. 

And such ibey are : for loose desires 

But ill deserTe the tender natne ; 
They blast, like Kghtntng's transient Urea, 

But Lore's a pure and constant flajtte. 

^ LOTt 
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Lore scorns a fiordid selfish bliss, - 

And only for Ua object Us^ ; 
Feels mutual truth endear the kiss, 

And tastes no jojs bat tboseit gires*' ' 

/■ 

Love 's more than language can rcTeal, 

Or thought can reach— tho' thought is free; 

'Tis only felt— 't is what I feel, 
And hope that Damon feels for mc. 



W^HEN first upon your tender cheek 
I saw the morn of beauty break 

With mild and cheering beam, 
I bow'd before your infant shrine, 
The earliest sighs you had were mine, 

And you my darling theme. 

I saw you in that opening morn 

For beauty's boundless empire born. 

And first confessed your sway ; 

And ere your thoughts, devoid of art, 

Could learn the value of a heart, 

I gave my heart away. 

I watch'd 
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I watch'd the dawn of every gracej 
And gazed upon that angel fate^ 

While yet 'twas safe to gate ; 
And fondly bles^'d each rising charm^ 
Nor thought such innocence could harm 

The peace of future days. 



But now despotic o'er the plains 
The awful noon of beauty reigns, 

And kneeling crowds adore ; 
These charms arise too fiercely bright, 
Danger and death attend the sight. 

And I must hope no more* 

Thus to the rising God of day 
Their early vows the Persians pay, 

And bless the spreading fire ; 
Whose glowing chariot mounting soon 
Pours on their heads the burning noon ; 

They sicken and expire. 

Mrs* Baabauld. 
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X Hsac lives a lass upon titegreen. 

Could I her picture draw, 
A brighter nymph was never seen, 
She looks and reigns a little queen, 

And keeps the swains in awe. 

Her eyes are Cupid's darts and wings, 

Her eyebrows are his bow, 
Her silken hair the silver strings. 
Which swift and sure destruction brings 

To all the vale below. 

If Fastordla*s dawn of l%lit 

Can warm and wound us so, 
Her nootii ^ust be so piercing biigkt, 
Each glancing beam would kill outright, 
And e^Qty 6wain subdue. 



Hs 
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xIe that lores a rosy cheek, 

Or a coral lip admires. 
Or from star-like eyes doth seek 

Fuel to maintaiQ his fires ; 
As old Time makes these decay, 
So his- flames must waste away. 

But a smooth and steadfast mind, 
Gentle thoughts and calip desires, 

Hearts with equal love cambined 
Kindle nerer-dyibg fires. 

Where these are not, I despise 

Lorely cheeks, or lips, or eyes. ^ 



Carew. 



* Carew, though infected with the bad taste of his age, 
and io general oTerrun with artificial thoughts and conceits, 
has written sobm pieces of great sweetness and elegant sim* 
plieity i of which this is a very pleasing example. 
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Still to be neat, still to be drest, 
As 70U were goiog to a feast; 
Still to be powder'dy still perfnmed. 
Lady, it is to be presumed, 
Tho* art's hid causes are not found, 
All is not sweety all is not sound* 

Give me a look, giro me a face 

That makes simplidtj a grace ; 

Robes loosely flowing, hair as free : 

Such sweet neglect more taketh me 

Than all th' adulteries of art ; 

They strike mine eyes, but not my heart. * 

B. JONSOK. 



* This is one of a very few productions of the once cele- 
brated author, which, by their Angular elegance and neat- 
ness, form a striking contrast to the prevalent coarseness and 
quaintness of his tedious effusions. 
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Why so pale a^d wan, fond lover i 

Pr'y thee, why so pale ? 
Will, when looking well can't moye her, 

Looking ill prevail ? 

Pr'y thee, why so pale ? 

Why so dull and mute, young sinner? 

Pr'ythee, why so mute ? 
Will, when speaking well can't win her^ 

Speaking nothing do 't ? 

Pr'y thee, why so mate ? * 



Suckling. 



Whence comes my love ? O heart ! disdose: 
'T was from cheeks that shame the rose ; 



* The third stanza of this sprightly song is omitted, on 
account of its inferiority and coaneness. 

From 
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From lips that spoil the ruby's praise, 
From ejes that mock the diamond's blaze« 
Whence comes my woe, as freely own : 
Ah me ! 't was from a heart like stone. 



The bloshing cheek speaks modest ml«c| ; 
The lips befitting words most kind ; 
The eye doth tempt to love's desirej 
And seems to say, 'T is Cupid's 6re : 
Tet all so fair but speak my moan. 
Since nought doth say the heart of stone. 

MThy thus, ny love, so kind bespeak 
Sweet lip, sweet eye, sweet blushing cheek, 
Yet not. a heart to sare my pain ? 
O y^nus ! take thy gifts again : 
Make not so fair to cause our moan, 
Or make a heart that's like our own. * 

SiE J. Harringtoic . 



* TbU piece^ the product of the age of BUsabeth or 
Zanies I^has undergone no other alteration in reprinting,than 
putting it into modern spelling. It is a specimen of the ele- 
gant sinplielty which charactctized that age of English 
poetry, and which was neaiiy lost iq the succeeding age. 
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1 HE Graces. »iid the waodering Lotoi 

Are fle4 to di&tant plainsi 
To chase the fawas^ or ia deep- groves 

To wouad admiring swains* 
With their bright mistress there thej straj, 

Wbo turns her careless eyes 
From daily triumphs ; yetj each day, 
i3eholds new triumphs in her way, 

And conquers while she flies. 

But see ! implored by moTing prayers^ 

To change the loTer's pain, 
Venus her harnessM dores prepares. 

And brings the fair again. 
Proud mortals, who this maid parsae, 

Think you, she 'II e'^ re^gn ? 
Cease, fools, yonr wishes to renew 
Till she grows fleth and biood, like yoti ; 

Or yon, like her, (firitte. 



RouxD 



V 
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Hound Love's etysian bowers 

The softest prospects rise ; 
There bloom the sweetest flowersj 

There shine the purest skies ; 
And joy and rapture gild awhile 
The cloudless heayen of Beauty's smile* 

Round Loye's deserted bowers 

Tremendous rocks arise ; 
Cold mildews blight the flowers^ 

,Tornadoes rend the skies ; 
And Pleasure's waning moon goes down 
Amid the night of Beauty's frown. 

Then, youth, thou fond believer^ 

The wily Syren shun ; 
Who trusts the dear deceiver 

Will surely be undone : 
When Beauty triumphs, ah t beware : 
Her smile is hope — ^her frown despair. 



MONXOOMVRT. 
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TO CUPID. 

(Jhild, "with many a childish wile, 
Timid look, and blushing smile, 
Downy wings to steal thy way, 
Gilded bow, and quiyer gay, 
Who in thy simple mien would trace 
The tyrant of the human race ? 

Who is he whose flinty heart 
Hath not felt the flying dart ? 
Who is he that from the wound 
Hath not pain and pleasure found ? 
Who is he that hath not shed 
Curse and blessing on thy head ? * 



Joanna Baillie. 



• In the tragedy of " Basil." 



A SIGH. 
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A SIGH. 

Oevtlc air, thoa breath of lovers, 

Vapour from a secret fire, 
Which by thee itself discovers, 

Ere yet daring to aspire : 

Softest note of whisperM anguish. 

Harmony's refined part, 
Striking, while thou seem'st to languish, 

Full upon the list'ner's heart : 

Safest messenger of passion. 

Stealing thro' a cloud of spies. 
Which constrain the outward fashion, 

Close the lips, and guard the eyes : 

Shapeless sigh, we ne'er can show thee, 

Form'd but to assault the ear ; 
Yet ere to their cost they know thee, 

Every nymph may read thee here* 

LovK 
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LiOVE arms himself in Celia's ejcB 
Whene'er weak Reason would rebel ; 

And every time I dare be wisei. 
Alas ! a deeper wound I feel. 

Repeated thoughts present the ill 
Which seeing I must still endure ; 

They tell me Love has darts to kill, 
And Wisdom has no power to cure. 

Then, cruel Reason, give me rest, 
Quit in my heart thy feeble hold ; 

Go try thy force in Celia's breast. 
For that is disengaged and cold. 

There all thy nicest arts employ ; 

Confess thyself her beauty's slave, 
And argue, whilst she may destroy, 

How great, how godlike 'tis to save. 



YODNO 
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Y ouNG I am, and yet anskill'd 
How to make a lover yield ; 
How to keep, and how to gain, 
When to love,' and when to feign. 

Take me, take me, some of you, 
While I yet am young and true ; 
Ere I can my soul disguise, 
Hcare my breasts, and roll my eyes. 

Stay not till I learn the way 
How to lie and to betray ; 
He that has me first, is blest. 
For I may deceiye the rest. 

Conld I find a blooming youth 
Full of loFe, and full of truth. 
Brisk, and of a janty mien, 
I should long to be fifteen* 



Sat 
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Say not, Olinda^ I despise 
The faded glories of your face« 

The languish'd Tigour of jour eyes, 
And that once only-loTed embrace. 

In vain, in Tain, mj constant heart. 

On aged wings, attempts to meet, 
With wonted speed, those flames you dart. 

It faints^ and flutters at your feet. 

I blame not your decay of poi^rer, 
You may have pointed beauties still, 

Tho* me, alas ! they wound no more } 
You cannot hurt what cannot feel. 

On youthful climes your beams display, 
There you may cherish with your heat. 

And rise the sun to gild their day. 
To me, benighted, when you set 



O Nymph ! 



m Aiti^NtR#HgoNQ6f 



^A y;r !' ■ . > *M" 



I'li jftfiliiiMfc rrmflwtwli umi 



Nykpfa r of Fortune's smiles beware^ 
Nor %Lt&i tiltci siren's flattering tongue %* 
She lures tiiee to' the haunts of care. 
Where sorro'if jpours ^ ceaseless, song^ 



V 



Ah ! what are all her piles of gold ? 

Can those the hosts of care control ? 
The sf^endoar ii4ilth thtffd %y^ biShold 

Is not the sunshine of the souL 



r 



To Love alone thj homage pay, ^ 

The queen of erecy true ddigfat : .f 

Her smiles wMi joy . shall i^idttii^day^ ' 
Atfd liiesi iho wions of theii]glit» % 



' . » 



» " .' 



.WoLcaxT. 



f 



HT, lovely charmer^ tell ^e why^ ^ 
So Tery kind^ so yery shy ? , 
Why does thai cold forbidding air 
GiTiS damps of sorrow and despair? 



'M 



Or 



Or wbj ^kMt flmile my tool ciiM«e^ 
Aod kindle up ttjr iaoMS aaair i 

la yatn jou ttri?e with all yoar art 
By turns to freeee and fire my keart : 
When I behold a face so fair. 
So sweet a look, so soft an atr. 
My raTish'd soul is charm'd all o'er, 
I cannot lore thee less,, nor more. 



1 £ yirgin powers, defend my heart 

From amorous looks and smHes ; 
From saucy love, or nicer art, 

Which most our sex beguiles ; 
From sjghi and tows, from awful lean ' 

That do to pity move ; - 
From speaking silence^ and from tears, 

Those springs that water Jore, 

But if thro* passion I grow blind, 

Let honour' be my guide ; 
And where frail nature seems inclined^ 

There phu;e a guard of pride. 

K A heart 



Iff tm^qm.imim. 

A heart wlMe flames are saai| Ao^ pape. 

Needs every tIHim^s aid; 
And she who thinks faersdf secnre, 

The spcoK^t is betrayed. 



M*ii'>i»«f tm f pm*» n Wi lli ^ III* M i I p-^ 



oTAx^dON has fashion-, wit and youth^ 

With all things el^ that please; \ 
Be nothing wanti bnt loTe and truth 

To ruin me with ease : 
But he is ilfait, and bears the art 

To kindle strong id^ire ; 

is power inflames anothei^s heavty. 

Tet he ne'er feeb the fice; 



,'\ 



•4 



! how it dots my soul perplex. 

When I his charms leoall^i 
To think he shonid deepise the sex. 

Or, worse, should lof e them aH ! 
Hy wearied heart, like Noah's dore. 

Thus seeks in vain for rest ; 
Finding no hope to fix its >]pveu. 

Retnnis iiitio iuy breast. , 



"r t t 






^ » ^4-\ 



■^ ■(• 



\V HEN clouds that angel face drfona^ 
Aiudoim I-^¥i0ir ^ conilttf'fttofiik t 
When angijr lightniDgB arm 4hiit9 ey^^ 
And tell die gathering •tempest niglt> ^ 
I corse the sex, aUd bid Adiea 
To female fdendship^ love) and jroii. 

Bat when soft pas^oikft ndd jmc^t^ml^ 
And ea<% kind look some lov^ hm dMd | 
When donfUess smiles aroniid yoji plajr^ ; 
And giTe the world a holMaj ; - 
I bless the hoar .wben. first J. knew 
' Dear femaje l^iteadship^ Iqtc^ aUdjioiir* 



t V 



Thboph. Swi#ti 



S »* * ir ' *| ♦ 



CiJPiD,' forbear thy chUdt^b arts'; 

I cannot, wilf not love ; " 
7hy ^jldTer emptied of its darts 

On me would harmless prote. 

If 2 in 
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In rainy fond boj, Mirahda's ejes 
Tou point with beamy fire ; 

Strephon each killing g lance defies^ 
And looks without desire* 



M-.i 






Thy CHLQtft.4Ki9ph^fiMi4u,)«A9r^ ijgr>ii 

With giij teirjtch|4g 9m99H 
1 laugh. a4>aUl hm wtfltfp. ^m^ 

And trt«(»pji 9'er ji^. «r jioit , . > 

Thj&^snowj neck) the slend^ waist, , 

The geaUfphen^kig brow^ 
The ruby lip^ with moijitiire gracedy. 

I Ti6w wittoat a T<»w« 

Sh,Qiild Ay bright mother^ beauty's qoeeOj^, 

Court me with <^NUi annfl) 
Adonjf9*fik« wottld I be seen 

To slight her proff^r'd charms* . 

This boUdfifiaiieeSi^spsoK send* ; 

He^oe^ baflledJboy, cemoTe ( 
We are not foes> ire are not/fiond^:: r'h 

I cannoti will not 1qt9» . 



t V 



Fickle 
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.'t:-. 1.. 



» ♦' ' ' :» 



ro 



Since we soiott lAasl^losfe flMT plealare^ 
Oh, 'tweraMferne-^er tatait*!' 



Gods ! Bcrit sweet woiild be {k>if8esriB|^^ ^ 
Did not time its charms destroy ; 

Or could loTeis with &e blessing T 

LosethethQoghtof CttpidVjojft^^ . 

Cruel tfiotrghts, that pitfn yet please mpy' ' 
Ah, no mori^mjr test destroy! * ^ 

Show me still, if yon woiM ease* mej 
^ve^s deceits, but not its joy. 

Cods ! whi^kind ydt entel powers 
Force my wfil, to raek my mind t 

Ah I too k>njg we wait forHowers 
Too too soon ti> fade dei^*^» 



On 
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Wishiog, pantiiig^ ^HJ^^Hh ^)W^ 
The cpM regonHitts imlld touwrn ' 

With .QHnf aiilttg jpviijrenr I iatf ; 
Yoa first have taught me how to lore^ 

Ahl toMl iQ^'^o b« hii^p^^OQ. 

$ut sl^e, aiad ! uilkitidl^ wue. 
To all 1117 ^ight anA leaM iq^ttety 
f^ Tis ererj prudent maid's concern 

Qor loi^r'^ londneite to impjroTe f 
If to be hiippy yi^ should leam, 

Too qpvifijMj irould Cpiget to lovf.*' 

At PttlLLIPS, 



!«>■ Jl^liM— fc«<i> 



? r.. ' - ?J 



BpAST noti. joiftaken fii^aiii» th^ ^rt 

To please mj partial ejes ^ 
The obaiias that have sulidued my heart 

Another mi^y ^wpiie*: 






^kj face is to my humoiir madei 

Another it may fright f 
Perhaps, by some. fond. iKhiiLbfltiOy'd, 

In oddness I deli|ht. 

yain youthi^JNi yoiir (M^ri^ibPt9}.-k.MF ;: 

*Ti8 to my .lovo'f oMsess, 
yoa all y4Mr /anci^.b^atte^ owo, ^ 

Which liide iui that JiroijFf iess, 



For your owB^sAe^ if not, for miae. . 

Yoa should preserve my fire. 
Since you, my swain, no more will shioa. 

When I no more adtnire* 

By me iq^deed yon are allow'd 

The wonder of your kind ; 
Bat be pot of my judgement proud, \ , 

Whom loTe has render'd blind* 



i^5«i 



Mt Iot6 was fiek]e«M^#diid changing, 
Nor e'er wMd Mlieiii fliy healrty 

In eteiry fac6 I#aftdjfr ^t. 
>("/> 'Twaa 



Ad eye then g^ii^ die Ui^ ^ir^if^f «>i 

Till by het^mt,Qov^Jifr^4mf^ fne^n*? {i<. Y 

And all my (p^giKie. feltiefs bnfkAf ? n^ I 

But now 4.- Joi^ j(n4 lastiitg jmsHUh >: •' U 
For Beltidera I Madura ; - v^ 

Hourly I.«ig^y,aii4 baurljr tanpiiill) ^'V 
Nor hope to find the wonted cuve. O 

For here the false inconstant lorer, 
After a thousand bwiu ttenho^n, 

Does new surprising charms discoyer^ 
And finds Tariety in one.* . 

■ • »A 

• ■ "^ '. ■ • ' . ■ L" J*' 

• • ' - » 

While sileqit|y.I lored^ nor dared ^ ^' ^0 
To tell my crhnealQud^. li 

The influepce of Toursmileflbi slKued 
In common with the crowd. 

•Thissopg Is. given lit OHO oC JU<U8«^:4k,£[|ea|Mor9<No. 
470), as the subject of a hnnipir^iis 56fM!ff^tf^|r,l|| P^tlW'?^® ®f 
the Yerbal critics. Ite author is pot mentioned. . ^ 

But 

. -< . . T 



/ 



« 



You singM iHe ^tM Mlf^trie'i^t^ ' 
The 2si^ki^lifa]^|»«4)lii^. v' ^ ' 



13 ,>. 4 



On all that do «#0lie^ ' 
Then alt imiiflife^ Wist b^i]Bdali[l&, 
Or ymi imislrMilllfir liaiiidf^. ' -^ 



c li^^i 






OHAtL J, w^ting in despair^ 
Die because A woman's fair ? 
Or make palejnfi cheeks^wiili- cave, 
'Cause another's rosy are ? 
Be she fairer than the daj, 
Pr the flow«ryaieakls IB MajTf 
If she be ootio to me, 
What eare I haw £iir the b«I 

Should my heart be griered or pined 
'CtktiB^ 1 tee a woman kind ? 
O^ a well disposed nature 
. Joined with a loTel)^ feature ! 






I. 



■•-..•Of^ 



JB# 



Be she tteeko!^- Jttodor^iliwM >| 

Turtle*doTe or pdioMy ^> .> k 

If sbo .bd;n»a 00 ta«Of< . i 
What cftreul how<.luji(l A»imV 



Shall a woman's Tirtoes monre 
Me to perish for her lore ? 
Or, her wetl^escrringslLhown, 
Make me quite forget my own i 
Be she with that goodness bleat 
lybich may gain her name of Best^ 

If sheha n o t s u ch to mey •. 

\V]hat care I how good she be ! 



I will die ere she shall grievef : 



•A 
^ .: 1. 

A 

i 



^Cause her fo^Cnne aeemfl too. biglC| 
Shall I play the fool and die 2 
Those 4^t hear a noble mind^ 
Where they want of riches find. 
Think what with theni iiey would d« 
That without them dare to woo ; 
And, unless thkt mind I see, 
Wtat care I tiion^ great she be } 



Great^ or go^l or-kiod) or fatr> 

I will De^er the more despair : ^ •..;« 

If she loTe me, this betieTe^ 



r 



• > A ' ■ > . ' ; • -i ',:? 



: / « ;^ 



I < 



t -♦. 



if 



AinUN>ST9QKeiw 

If sbetlightiMiKriiail i«do^ ^ 
I can Moi^ii «nil let Ur/^K: -^ ^ ■-'■.. 
For, if tflio'to ttiMf for m^. 



J DO coDfess tliofiHt nnooth aaid lair. 

And I might h»te lieeii brought to lOfeiheac; 

But that 1 found th^ sjlfgbtast grayer 

That bn«(h could flMike, had {rarwjr tonOT^ ihae ; 

JSut I can leare thee novr alone. 

As worthy to be loTcd by none* 

I do confess thou 'rt sweet, but find 

Thee such an unthrift of thy sweets, 

Thy faTours are but like the wind 

That kisseth eTery thing it meets. 

Then, since thou canst with more than one, 

Thou 'rt worthy to be kissed hy none. 



* A dull and tcdi'oaa writei on fpmyt wbjects v^l lovietiinet. 

fport happily with a lighter (apic« This was the case with 

'Wither, a poet of the earlier part of the 17 th century, who, 

after writing softie pleasing juVenild pieces, became almost 

Broverbial for daU ^roltxiff . 

The 



The Tirgtn rose, tekt^(bMraWiim%^^^^^^ 

ArmM with Its hnskiy%av^'iMif^^k*^id^l 

But pluckt ittfl%rttlti'tf4ihrt^^^rti^ 

Its sweet no tetig«r ^itfa » dWfflldV ' '^ ^ ' ^ 

Bat scent and beauty both are gone, 

And leaves ^di»op>lroflrlkiQii^b/<0n««% «> • /^ 

Such fate, cre^loi^, wlff th^ beffldej * ^ ^ 
When thou hast handled been a wMfei ^ ^ 
With sear«.flow*r8 to be thrown aside ; 
And I shall sigh, while some will smile. 
To see thy Jove for every one . 

Ilath brought thee to be loved by none. 



■i9i^Mii»*^MP«#>iV-*«4aMl*««^i«^ 



JN OT, CieiAKp that I jester ani 

Or truer than the rest ; 
For I would change each hovr like thera« 

Were it my interest. 

But I'm so fixt alone to Aee 

By every thg^ght I hav^j .v. v* = 
That shpu^ ypunoy.in^hfifii^t.?^ ff^. 
"^T would be again y6ur slave. 



AM 



Mv^m^mimm% m 



All thMfJa:WW«A U.^9fe4 .,.. . 

The haodggqiej god tbe Jkiod^ 

Not to mjTfiiti^ey bat tity powet^ 

This constancy is doe ; 
When change hsd/ can giTo no more 

' Tis ea^j to be true* 






s 

• 1 



SliPLBT. 



It is not, Celia, in our power 
To say how long our love will last; 

It may be ^e- within thts^honr 

May lose the joys we now do taste : 

The blessed that immortal be 

From change of lore are only free. ^ 

Then since we mortal lovers are, 

AsV: not' how long our lote will last;' 

But while it does, let us take care 
£ach minuted be with pleasdre pla^ : ' '^ ^ 

Were it not madness fo deny ' ' = - •- 

To Mre, lie(»«^e W6'ref sore t6 die ? ' 



■^"i 



tto ASfA'rbftT scmGs. 



>. 



Sait, MxJBL^f yfhy U gentle Ipve 

A «li«4ifer ^ tM i9io4 
IVhidi pity and es^vi iyui:mfi^% 

Is it becuQie 70a fear to ahaie 
The ills that lote moleet, 

The jealofus doubt, the tender tare^ 
That rack the amorous breast? 



Alas! by some degree of woe 
We erer^ bliss must gain ; 

The heart can ne'er a trae^port Jmoiri' 
That neirer feels a pain* 



^m 



AwjUu:, AVi^e, my lyv^ ! 
And tell thy ^lent master's humble Me 
In sounds that may preyati; 
^Sounds that gentle thoughts inspire t 

Thongll 



Thoiigh 80 exalted she, 
And I so lowly be, 
T^ her fiuch di&reiUnotea in^ tbj harm^aj- 



Harkthdw th% strbig^ airtke : 
Atftd though the moving haiid apptOttcS not near j 
ThemseWes with awfot fear 
A kind of nmlMitas tl^mbliilg make* 
Now all thj forces trj, 
Nowall'tiiy cbannr>ap{4j'^ 
JleTenge upon her our the coaqnef ts <»f her eje. 

ft 

Weak lyre ! thy rirtae stire 
Is useless here, since thou art only fonn4 

To cure bat not to woiind^ ^» 

And she to wound) but not to cure* 
Too weak too thou wilt prora 
My passion io i^emove : 
Wkf^t to other His, thou 'rt nourishment to lore. 

Sleep, sleep again, my lyre! 
For thou eanst neyer tell my humbfe tale 
In sounds tb^^t wHl. p^re^raily 
Nar. f eotla thooght^.ia her inspire; v 



AM 



All thf ▼ain niitb lay hy^ 
Sid ihf strinfs sileiil lie, 
Sleep, sleep again, my lyre, and let thy master die.* 

Cuarunr. 



TO MY LUTE. 

« 

iViiAT sliade and what stilloeM around ! 
Lei us seek the lo?ed cot of the fair; 
There soften her sleep with thy 80und| 
And banish each phantom of care. 

The Tirgin may wake to thy strain, 

And bcsooth'd, nay, be pleased with thy song; 

Alas ! she may pity the swain, 
And fancy his sorrows too long. 

Could thy voice give a smile to her cheek. 
What a joy, what a rapture were mine ! 

* This soDf^ or ode is given in the *' Davldeis** as addressed 
by DaTid to Saul's daughter, MichaU It is ooe of the proofa 
that Cowley, wheo not unhappily an imitator of Donne and 
the rest of the metaphysical school, was capable of all the 
elegance and harmony properly belonging to lyrical poetry. 

Thea 



Then forerer thj^^nntf^woKld I kp&SL^ 
O my late) irhaC's'tkiiiiiii^ iTereMiMae! 

<Ah\ whisper kind loi« in her ear, 

And sweetly my wishes impart ; 
Say, the swain who adores her is near, 

Say, thy sounds are tile sighs of his heart. 

WOLCOTT. 



I prV tubs send me back vay heart,. 

Since I cannot haTe thine ; 
For if from yours you will not part, 

Why then shouldst thou haye mine ? 

Yet, now I think on 't, let it lie, 

To find it were in vain ; 
For thou 'st a thief in either eye 

Would steal it back agatn. 

Why should two hearts ia one bmist lie. 

And yet not lodge together ? 
6 Lote I whefe is thy sympathy 

If liius our breasts Aob serej I 

• But 



But lore b sndi a pyitiijui -^ ,;^ i^ tk/ 
I cannot find it ^m^% •. /, , * t *ff. 

For, w>»ii.lr fcink.P»4iiifc> iitol irf » ^ 
Then I am aMpt uiidofMMk • I 



.u 



Then farewell, cMe^ And fafMsdl^ivoel 

I will no longer pine ; 
For 1*11 beliere I ha^Te her he^t ... j 

~Ai much as she has rnine^ . i 



i«lMlli I. 1^ I* » i* 11 i.^i^f**»M<fc»*»i**« 



If 



Whilst I fondlj view the charmer^ 

Thas the God of Love I sue : 
*^ Gentle Cupid, priiy disarm her, 

Cupid, if you love me, do : 
Of a thons^d^ smiles bereave her^ 

Rob her neck, her lips, her eyes| 
The remainder sdll will leUve her 

Power enough to tyraniie* 

<< Shape and fdltnre, flaibe and passion 
Still in erery breast will more : 



Mor* 



1 



- i A ,"» 



joatmimmtmsk m 

More is sapereiiigftllqpiy ^^^ 

Mere hMalkry ei I4«»^^ i 

In the beau^/fllui can ^ite « - 
Hear bim, Capki^ wbor no toe fr 
To^ your vtani or ftriUr. >» 



^^Foolisk mortif, pray be eksy ;*** 
AQ|rrj Capid tokde reply :' 
^^^^TheKELLA^ti charms digpFease jet 
Die then, foolish mortaf f die. 
Fancy notihatJLt&deiulre&er- 

Of the captiTatiog store : 
Shepherd, no, I '11 rather give her 
Twenty ^iK^n^nd beauties more, 

•* Were fLojtEix,A proud aod sour, 

Ap4 to mock a loTer's care, 
Justly then you'd piay that power 

Should i^ token firoiii tlie Air : 
But though I spread n }Am^ «'er her^ 

No relief in tj^t you 'H find : 
Still, fond shepheBd, yott'd adore her 

For the beauties of the lojiftd*^' 



>\ 



>> 
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iVd ABCATfiRT'BSMOt^ 



iVhilb Strephov ifl his trtride of yontk' 

To me ilone profest 
Dissembled passion^ drest Uke titith| 

He triumphM ia my breasit. 

I lodged him near my jiek^ghMrt, 

Denied him not mj arms. 
Deluded by his pleasing art, 

Transported with his charms* 

The wanderer now I lose^ or share 

With ever/ lovdj maid :-— 
Who makes .the heart of man her icare . ^ 

Shall have her own betray'd* ^ 

Our charms on them we ^sifilj pro^e. 

And think we. copquest gain : 
Where one a yictim falls to love, 

A thousand tyrants reign. 



W0MAN5 
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V\toMAK| thoughtless^ ^ddj cre^turei 
LaugliiDg, idle, fluttering things 

Most faqtastic work of Nature, 
Still) like faBcy^ on the wing^ 

<< Slare to eT6r^ changing pa«8ioo^ 
LoTing, hatiqg in extrefl»^ 
Fond of erery foolish fashtoD, 
And) at best} a pleasing dream ; 

^^ LoTely trifle, 4ear Ulasion, 

Conquering weakness, wisht-foi* paiq, 
Man's chief glory, and confusion, 
Of all Tanity most vain ! ^ 

Thus, deriding beauty 's power, 

Bevxl call'd it all a cheat ; 
But in less than half an hour 

Kn^I'd and whfaied at Celia 's feet 



A WRETCH 



tM AMATOItT 80IH38. 



A WBSTCH loDg torturad with disdalo^ 
That houffy pined, but pined in nHxi^ - 
At length the Bod of Wine addmt. 
The refuge of a ivonoded breast* 

*' Vouchsafe, O Pofwer, thy healing aid, 
Teach me to gain the eruel maid ; 
Thj jnices take the loTer*8 part, 
Flush his wan looks, and cheer his heart^*^ 

Thus to the joUjr God be cried, 
And thus the joUy God replied : 
<^GiT# whining o'er, be brisk and gay^ 
And quaff this sneaking form away* 

<< With dauntless mien approach the fair ; 
The way to conquer is to dare." 
The swain pursued the God^ advice : 
The nymph was now no longer nice. 

She smiled, and spoke her sex*s mind : 
<<When you grow daring, w^ grow kind ; 
Men to themselyes are most serere. 
And make ns tyrants by their fean'* 



wm/&: m 



Ctmvbia frowns wheneW I woo her^ 
Yet die *s Tex»t If I gird otef ; 

Much she ftAi^ 1 ahduid undo her, 
But much more to lose her lor^ ; 

Thtti io donbdtfg she refttses, 

And not wiooing thus she loses. 

Pr'ythee, Cynthia, look behind you, 
Age and wrinkles will overtake you^ 

Then too late desire will 6hA yoii 
When the power does forsake you. 

Think, oh ! think, the sad tfondifioii 

To be past, yet wish fruition* 



mirm^ 



LtfOTS^s bat the ftaiLty of the nikid 
When * tis not wjth^unbi^njoia'd;, 
A sickly flame^ which if Uiot ied wnit^ 
And^lMdi^i m^9lm m M^'WMUfBol^f^eB. 



Bat 'tw lj^e,g^jT jtQibarj^ pierced aswwil 
For whom-M^cidr bQ»ntjA9.«ig)9fil iQjtaiiQ* 

Th«Q I aioae the conquest pru^ 

Wbeo I mult a rtrnHs «yes ; 
If there 's delight in loTe^ 't is when I see 
The heart which others bleed for, bleed for me, 

CoNi^REYi;^ 



AIR Am ORFi is goqe astr979 
Pursue and seek her, eyery loTer 3 
I '11 tell the signs by which you may 
The wandering shepherdess discoyer^ 

Coquet and coy at once her air, 

Both studied, tho* both seem neglected^ 
Careless she is with artful care, 

s 

Affecting to seem unaffected. 

With skill her eyes dart every glance, 

Yet change so soon you 'd ne'er suspect 'em ; 
For she 'd persuade they wound by chance, 
" Tbo* certain am and art direct 'em. 

She 



8h«lii.W']lerddf) yet crthers bates 
^ :For tbat ivhidi iHhtte^^heprtt^ ; 
A'fid, while fikift laughs at thiemy forgets 
Shols thi^^ing tli^at shMTcipises* 

CoNGilETK. 



>»* y ( n iMli I I ^ II ; iim 



Give me more Ioyc, or more disdain ; 
••* The torrid or the frozen zone 
Brings eqaal ease unto, my pain ; 

The temperate affords me none : 
Either extreme of Jove or hate 
Is sweeter than a calm estate. 

Give me a storm : if it be Iotc^ 
Like Danae in her golden shower 

I swim in pleasure ; if it prove 
Disdain, that torrent will devour 

My vulture hopes ; and he 's possest 

Of heaven that's but from hell releast. 

Then crown my joys, or cure my pain ; 
Give me more lovo, or more disdain. 

Cahew* 



9» JMAViWf BOSUM. 



is Chloris all soft dharms agree, 

Inchanting humoar, powerful wit| 
Beauty from affectation free. 

And for eternal empire fit. 
Wherever she goies love waits her ejes, 

The women en?y, men adore ; 
Tho', did she less the triumph prize, 

She would deserre the conquest mo|;e« 

But Tanitj so mucb prevails^ 

She begs what none else would deoj her. 
Makes such advances with her eyes, 

The hope she gires prevents desire ; 
Catches at every trifling heart, 

Grows warm with every glimm'ring flame ; 
The common prey so deads her dart. 

It scarce can pierce a noble game. 

I could lie ages at her feet. 

Adore her tareless of my pai&, 
With tender tows her rigours meet, 

Despair, love on,, and not complain ; 

My 



AHikTDE¥ SCNSG8. W8 

My passion,^ from all cbange se»cnre, 
No faTOttrs nusej^ no frown coatronls; 

I any torment can endure 
But hoping with a crowd of tpols. 

John Howe. 



JLoTB still has something of the sea 
From whence hb mother rose ; 

No time his slares from doubt can free^ 
Nor gtf e their thoughts repose. 

They are becalm'd in clearest days. 
And in rough weather tost ; 

They wither under cold delays. 
Or are in tempests lost. 

One while they seem to toudi tiie port, 
Then straight into the main 

Some angry wind, in cruel tport, 
The vessel drives again. 



A! 



At first, di8dai|i!flkid|ffMe<tt<^'feaB'} 

Rirals and.fel0elMiiMl6«M appear ; 
In a mofte dreadful ^sli^pe. 



Jv 



By such degrees to joj they come, 
And are so long withstood, 

So slowly they receive the sum, 
It hardly dofs them good, 

'T is cruel to prolong a psun ; 

And to defer a joy. 
Believe mo, gentle Celimenc, 

Offends the winged boy* 

A hundred thousand oaths your fears 
Perhaps would not remove ; 

And if I gazed a thousand years 

> 

I coutd no deeper love* 



SfiPLET* 



JDorindX^s Sparkling wit and eyes 

Uniting cast too fierce a light. 
Which blazes htgh, but qliickly dies, 

Pains not the heart, but hurts the sight. 

Love 



mmmt4\ 



Smooth are faia tooka^ and tfoft hb pace i 
Her Capidis ^ bliielugtiacd kQ% 
That ruDs his Jiioli lUll io yoor ftce. 



Yes, Fulvia is like Vrnus. fair. 
Has all her bloom and shape and air ; 
But still| to perfect eFerj grace, 
She wants— the smile upon her lacflu 

The crown majestic Juno wore. 
And Ctntbia's brow the crescent bore, 
A helmet marked Mimerta's raieii ; 
But smiles distinguished beauty's queen. 

Her train was form'd of smiles and loTes, 
Her chariot drawn by gentlest doves, 
And from her zono' the nymph may find 
'Tis beauty's province to be kind. 

Then smile^ my fair ; and all whose aim 
Aspires to paint the Cyprian dame^ 
Or bid her breathe in living stone, 
«Shall take their f^rms from you alone. 

SoxirsTONB^ 



AlfiflBIMKV iOMMKii 






X EASE me no more, nor tiiink I care 

Xho' moparcfcB bow at Ki|:^y> 9hrj|p|^ ^^^^ | 
Or powder'd coxcomhs woo Ib^faicy 
Since Kittt is no longer in|ne. 



< ♦» ' 



Indifferent Hh sKke to me, 
If my faronnte dove be stote, 

Whether ite daintjr feathers be^ 
Pluckt by the eagle or the owf. 
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If not for m0 its blnshfti^ U^ 
The coaaiJrod opens^ what earn! 

Who the odovfwa Hqtnd Mpa, 
tho king of btesy or totteiiy t 

Like me, the Indianc of Pera^ 

Rich in mines of golden ore^ 
Dejected see the merchant's crew 

Transport it to a foreign shoce* 

Seeks the slare despoil'd io know 
Whether his gotd; in shape of )ace, '^ 

Shine on the coat of birth-day be^. 
Or wear the' stamp of George's ifacc ? ' '5'^ 

: -'' *'''M De. GLTirir* 
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■Mdiki 



1 TCLL ^ee, Chxkmyoh, coqM I (ime retrieve^ 
And coald a|^in begia to love aod live, 
To jou I should iny earliest offeriDg give ; 
I know my eyes would lead my heart to you. 
And I should all my oaths and tows renew : 
But) to be plain, I neyer would be true« 

For by our weak and weary truth, I find. 
Love hates to centre in a point assigned, 
But runs with joy the circle of the mind : 
Then let us never chain what should be free, 
But for relief of dither sex a^ree ; 
Sinoe women love to change, and so do we. 

CONGREYC. 



fjoRiNNA in th^ bloom of youth 

Was coy to erery lover ; 
Regardless of the tenderest truth^ 

No soft complaint could move her. 

Mankind 



208 AMATORY SONG^ 

Mankind \ras hers, all at her feet 

Lay prostrate and adoring ; 
The witty, handsome, rich, and great. 

In rain alike imploring. 

But now gtxywiA dM, «he would repaif 

Her loss of tltfte and pleasure. 
With willing 6yes and wanton air 

Inviting every gazer. 

But love 's a summer flower, that dies 
' With the first weather^s changing ; 
The lover, like the swallow, flics 
From sun to sun still ranging* 

Myba, let this example move 
Your foolish heart to reason ; * 

Youth is the proper time for love, 
And age retirement's season. 

Lansdowv* 



What ! put off with one denial, 

And not make asecofld trlaif 

You might see my eyes conseoting. 

All about me was relenting ; 

Women obliged to dw«tt in forms 

Forgive the youth ^lioii boldly stocmi. _ 



AMATORY 5QNG9. 20» 

' , • ' <■ 

LorerS) wben 70a sjgli: and laiiguisb, 
When you tell as of your anguish, 
To the nymph you'll be more pleasing 
When those sorrows you are easing : 
We lore to try how far men dare, 
And uGfver wish the foe ji)i«^uld i^re. 



JLet not LoTo OB mo liQstow 
Soft distress and tender, woe ; 
I know none but substantial blisseS| 
Eager glances, solid kisses. 

I know not what the lorers feign 
Of finer pleasure mizt with pain ; 
Then pr'y thee give me^ gentle boy, 
None of thy grief, but all thy joy. 



STEfiLE. 



Why we lore, and why we hate. 
Is not granted 11& to know; 
^ '^i^. F Random 



RaiidiDm^ckftiiee^«ior««4riili€atB|eLj^-^ < 
Guides tln^flkatft finni.Gii^Wa boffi <V 



<.'•*. '. 



If on me Zei'Tifi>A frbwiDi) 

Madness 'tis all in me togfitre} 

Since her nrlll is not her o^n^ . ,. « 

Why should I uneasy Uve? 

If I for ZEUifiyA die^ 

Deaf to poor Mizella's cries, 
Ask not me the reason ^vrhy ; 

Seek the riddle in the fiUeis* 



Fhulsips. 



Dear Cd£tir, pretent mj warm Mosftes^ 
Since hoir uxk I sptaA wlthodt pain ? 

My eyes hare oft told you my wishes, 
Oh ! can 't you their meaning explain ? 

My passion would lose by expression, 
And you too might cmdly blame; 

Then don^ yon expect a codfesdloii - 
Of what is too tender to tiame. 



Since 



Sitite jours ift the )^«Tiiice of i|ifa]|iag^> 
Why «hottk( jiHipexpecl.iijfram.m^? 

Our wishes AomH bo. in qui; k^plQg^ 
Till you un u^r^^^^ they s^iaid4 he* 

Then quickly Mfhy ^n!t you discof^ipl 
Did your heart f<M sueh tacttties as lain^ 

Eyes ne^ not tell over and over 
What I in my bosom^ confine. 



THE ANSWER. 

GrooD Madam, when ladies are W]ilitl|;^ 
A man must needs look like a fool j 

For me> I would not giro a shilling 
For one that can love without rale. 

At least you should wait for our offers. 
Nor SB9tch like old maids. in despair; 

If you '?e Kved^ to thes^ ye^rs withqut proffen. 
Your jughs are now Ipst M the air. 

' « Yott 



tit AMATORY SOJifGS. 

♦ « 

You should leave us io.gness ut jonv blushing. 

And not speak the m^tUiT too plain ; 
'Tis burs to be forward and poshing ; 

* 

'Tis yours to affect a disdain. 

That you 're in a terrible taking^ 
From all your fond oglings I see ; 

But the fruit that will fall Without shakii^f 
Indeed is too mellow for me* * 

Ladt M. W. Montagu. 



When first I sought fair Cjelia's lore. 

And every charm was new, 
I swore by all the Gods above 

To be for ever true. 



* In Dodsle^'s Collection of Poom this pieee was assigned 
to Sir W. Youngs and the precedina to Lmiy M. W. Montagu. 
Of this misstatement the lady heavily complains in a letter 
to her daagbter, the Countess of Bute» in wJiich she says that 
the first piece being handed about as the supposed address of 
Lady Hertford to Lord W. Hamilton, she herself wrote the 
second extempore as a reply to it. 

But 



c * 
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i j^t long in v^ii^ did Y adofe^ 
Long yffrepi and' sigVd id Vaiti i 
She stUl^ptoteiMj t6wM, aiid swore 
She ne'er would ease my pain. 

At last o'eneoise 6he made me blest. 

And jiekUd aU lier charms ; 
And I forsook her when possest, 

And ftedta other's arms. 

But let not this, dear Cjelia> now 

To rage thy breast incline ; 
For why, since you forgot your tow, 

Should I remember mine ? 

SOAME JeNTNS. 



(JoRiNNA cost me many a prayer, 

Ere I her heart could gain, 
But she ten thouii^ad imore ahoold hear 

To take that heart again. 

Despair I thought the greatest curse ; 

But to my cost t find 
Corinna's constancy still worse^ 

Most cruel when too kind. 



How 



]Qow blindljF-HieB does Ctt^ canre^ 

Hqw ill dWide Ae joy, 
Who tioei'at fini lite torefs ttarre, 

AndtbeDwMlFpMtjrfok^y^ ' 






^« 



I".' 



X AKZ, ob take those lips away 
That so sweetly were forsworn^ 

And those eyes, the break of day, 
Lights that do mislead the mori) : 

But my kisses bring again, 

Seals of lore, but seal'd in vain. 

Hide, oh hide those hills, of saow 
Which thy frozen bosom bears^ 

On irhose tops the pipk3 that^fov 
Are of tbos0 th^t Apiil wean : 

But first set my poor heart free, 

Boundl vx-ibw^icy ehains by. thee.^ 



*. TUs tffcet 2^d4 fancifViI prodoction of mi e^i;!^ »g^ was 
|»r4>be]4y popi^Uur ait itfl jfir^t ftp^arance* as one ftaaza of 
itbgiTenifl Shakespear's >' MeaMre for.Mciaaiire,'' and both 
in a play «f B«aiiiiioat aad Ptetehei^K. It hascbminoBly httt^ 
aiCrihttte4 fo Sbid^eq^ear,' bat plrohattly trtlftni^y. 



Which, oh ! tbo long hate dwdtmi th«0| 
But if hom. ihee jthey 've learnt such ill^ 

To sweetly ^mile 

'Aod thett beguileV 
Keep the decelrers, keep them still. 

Send home my harmless heart again, 
Which no unworthy thought could stain ; 
But if it has been taught by thine 

To forfeit both 

Its word and oath, 
Keep it, for then ^tis none of mine. 

Yet send m^ back my heart and eyeSj 
That I may know thy falsities, ' 

And laugh ami joy one day; ^hep thoa ' ' 

Shalt grieye and mourn 

For one trfH' scorn, - 
And prove as false as thou dost now,* 

J^onvn {aUered)n 

' * DoTine Usb fitted a versifier, that scarcely any of his 
prddactioBs ara rediMlble to regular measure vitbout some 
alteration, Hi9lan^agtt,'alBo,<is genen^ttytfktf'froin elegant or 
refiued, and his thoughts are extremely strained 4uid sKUAoiaK 
The preceding piecc>howe?er, has not reqolcedmi|ch correction 
(9 entitle it to a distinguished place among ingenious songs. 



fit j^^kxoifrymvm, 
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ON A LADY'S GIRDLE. 

X HAT which her slender waist confined 
Shall now my joyfal temples bind : 
No monarch but would give his crown 
His arms might do what this has done. 

It was my heaven's extremest sphere, 
The pale which held that lovely deer ; 
My joy, my grief, my hope, my lo?e, 
Did all within this circle move. 

A narrow compass ! and yet there 
Dwelt all that's good, and all that's fair: 
Give me but what this riband bound, 
Take all the rest the sun goes round. 



Waller. 



Go, lovely Rose ! 
Tell her that wastes her time and jne, 

That now she know^s. 
When I resemble her to thee, 
How fair and sweet she seems to b^» 



Tell 



Tell her tha ^^^ yQ^^ff t 

And sbans to haye her graces spied, 

That hadst ilu>u. spruag . . - 
In deserts inhere no men abide. 
Thou mjist hayp uncommeoded died* 

Small is the worth 
Of beauty from the light retired : 

Bid her come forth, 
Suffer herself to be desired. 
And not blush s6 to be admired. 

Then die ; that she 
The common fate of all things rare - 

May read in thee ; 
How small a part of time they share^ 
That are so wondrous sweet and. fair 2 



If truth can fix thy wayering heart, 
Let Damon urge his claim ; 

He feels the passion void of art, 
The pure, the constant flame. 



Tho' 



:♦ 



Tho* sig)ulDg#9ffa{<|\thmiP imm^i^$ iM% 

s 

But fligki tde iiiMr»r4 g«in. 

Possession cures the wo»vtitI^^%eart| 
Destroys the iv^tmeaifkfi^ ' 

But wheu thetmnd feceiiNes tfie dtrt^ * 
Enjoymeat wlids ^^kb* - 



By age your, beauty will decay, 
Your mind iooproTes with years ; ' 

As when the blossoms fade away, 
The ripening ifruit appears. 

May Hearea and Syltia grant roy suit, 

And bless the future bour ; 

That Damon, who can taste the fruit, ■ 

May gather every flower ! 

Gariiick, 



■^^w^*— ^>T«^^ti*^-^«H4i' ''lit'*' T^ " ^N" ■* ■'*^*"^^^' 



When fair Skren A' first I knew, 
By frieudship^'6 kappy,4inio& charmed, 

Incessant joys around her flew. 
And gentle smiles my bosom warmM, 

8tt4 
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Bui Wben, irttft f6ifd €ilfitik>«$>^i#^ ' • '^ 
I prciBsM t6'%V«tltli«'ti]y^dt«ttfrM» pain^ 

Her lips spake HoH^e^ht^uf^^d de^rpoir, 
Her eyes tHi^iiAh fHi^ ^^i^ ^f dnv 

Thvfl, in ItaUa^i lovely vales^ 

The sun bis geoial Tigour yields ;. . 

BeTiviog heat Bi^ch sense Tcgates^ 
And plenty crowns the; smiling fields. 

When nearer we approach his ray, 
High on the Alps' tremendous brow, 

Surprised^ we see pale sun-beams play 
On everlasting hills of snow. 

T. Sewabd^ M« a. 



All my past. life is mine no more^ 

The flying hours are gone ; 
Like transitory dreatns given o*cr, 
Whose images are kept in store 
By memory alone. 

The time fhat is to come, is not ; 

How tlien can it be mine ? 
The present moment's all my lot, 
And that, as fast as it is got, 

Phyllis, is only thine. 



Then 



280 A%«i/i?«»lV' 

Then talk not of incon8tancj|[jj^ 

False hearts, and broken tows ; % 

If ly by miracle, can be ^ . _z^ 

This lite-loDg minute true to thee, 

'Tis all thathea?en allows. « 

RocHistER. 



Yes, I*m in love, I feel it now, 

And Celia has ntidonb me ; 
But yet 1 swear I can*t tell how • 

The pleasing plague stole on mc. 

'Tis not her face that love creates, 

For there no Graces reyel ; 
'Tis not her shape, for there the Fates 

Haye rather been un civil. 

'T is not her air, for sure in that 
There 's nothing more than oonimon, 

And all her sense is only, chat 
Like any other woman. 

Her Yoice, her touch might gi^c the alarm, , 

'T was both, perha{)s^ or neither;. 

In shorty 'twas that proyoking chAr^m . w, 

Of Celia altogether. 

Whiteheab. 



X E little Loyes. that round her wait 

* » • .^' •,.'41 ' 

To briiig me tidip^s of my fatp^ 
As CeiiIA on her pillow lies, 

Ah ! gently whisper, ** Strephon dies V* 

If this will not her pity move, 
And the proud fair disdains to Ityrc, 

Smile, and say, ^^ 'T is all a lie, 
And haughty Stuepuon scorns to die.-' 



SwAiM, thy hopeless passion smother. 
Perjured Cema loves another ; 
In his arms I saw her lying. 
Panting, kissing, trembling, dying ; 
There the fair deceiver swore 
All she did to you befi^re. 

« 
" Oh !" said you, " when she deceives me. 

When that constant creature leaves me, 

Isis* waters back shall fly, 

And leave their oozy channels dry. ** 

turn. 
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Turn) ye wateiv, leate yetfr fhotCf 
Perjured Celia loves no more.* 

(JupiD, inslraci 9Q.«iM>rQita. awaia 
Some way to tell the oymph his pain 

To common youths unknown : 
To talk of sighs, and 'flames, and darts, 
Of bleeding wounds, and bnming hearti^ 

Are methods tnlgar grown* 

"What necd'st thon tell ? " (the God repli^> 
*^ That love the shepherd cannot hide, 
The nymph will quickly find ; 
When Phoebus does his beams display. 
To tell men gravely that 't is day^ 
Is to suppose them blind**' 

* The turn in this 9onfi h ingeniously copied out of Ovid^t 
^istle from Oenone to Pftris i 

Cum Paris Oenone poterit spirare reiicfaj 

Ad fonteffl ^anthi versa recnrret aquai; 
Xanthe, retro propera, versieque recurrite l^rmpbc* 

Sustinet Oenone de^ruisse Paris* 

Oenone left, when Parts cati survive* 
The Waves of Xanthw shail revene their cimtm« 
Turn, waters, turn, flowupwardto jofic ^jttce^ 
* . J Oenone 's left» yet I\iris bears to live. 



\ 



Love's a dream of mighty treasure, 

Which in faacy we possess; 
In the folly lies the pleasure, 

Wisdom tiiway^ make» it letm. 

When we thinK) hy passion hes^tcdf 

We a Goddess have io chase, 
Vike Ixion we are cheated,. 

And a gaudy dqud' (embrace* 

' Happy oqly is the lover 

Whom his, mistress wdl deceiTcs ;. , . 
Seeking QQtbing to discover^ . 
lie contented li?es at ease; 

While the'wretch who would be knowin|{ 
What the fair one would disguise, 
' iJ^bonrs for his own undoing, 
Changnig happy to ht wbe. 



■■I iiliir l i 



vyHLOE's the wondcr of her sex, 
'Tis well her heart is tender; 

Hojus' might such killing eyes perj>lc% 
> Witb virtue to defend her ! 



But 



if4 A^AXQ&Y soma^ 

With libf^Eail band to please us, 
Has to her boundless beautj jqia'd 
A boundless bent to ease m* 



Landsdown. 



'* ■■< 



P BETTY Parrot, say, when I was away, • 
And in dall absence pass'd the day, 
What at home was doing ? 
'« "With chat and play 
All were gay, 
Night and day, ' 
Good cheer and mirth renewing; 
Singing, laughing all, like pretty pretty Poll." 

Was no fop so rude, boldly to intrude, 
And like a saucy lover would 
Court and tease mj lady ? 
** A thing, yoii know, 
Made for show, 
Caird a beau, 
: Near her was always ready ; 
.Erer at her call, like pretty pretfy Poll." - - 
^ Tell 



All At ORT f^vnn. i»a 

t^U ite with wliaifc «tr he ^iprcfMkM the taitf 
And how die cooVi with paUeA^ bear 
All he aid atid.Htter'd. 
«< He still aMrenM^ 
Still caress'd, 
Kissed Bfid pressed) 
Sttog, prattled, laughM and flalter'd ; 
Well received in all, like prettj pitttty P0IL'' 

he go away at the close of day^ 
Or did he ever nse to 9tay 
In a corner dodging ? 
«< The want of light| 
When 'twas night| 
SpoilM my sight ; 
But I belieire his lodging 
Was within her call, like pretty pretty TolV^ * 



iVh'« will Delia thns retire^ 
languishing her life away ? 

While the sighing <;rowds admire^ 
'T is too soon for hartshorn tea. 

^ TbiM llrely and. sin|p»l»r piece wtt pt«ihab!y popular at 
the time of writiog the ^ Beggar's Opera/' which bataioiif 
to the same measare. It certaiolv verite preiervalioii. 

H Alt 



All these dismal looks and fretting^ 
Cannot Damon's lifejrealoxe; 

Long ago the worms hare eat him^ 
You can neyer sec him more. 

Once again consult your toilet, 
In the glass yoor face review ; 

So much weeping sure will spoil it. 
And no spring your charms renewr 

I, like you, was bom a woman, 
Well I know what yapours mean ; 

The disease, alas \ is common ; 
Single, we have all the spleen. 

All the morals that they teach us 
Never cured a sorrow yet : 

Choose among the pretty fellows 
One of humour, youth and wit. 

Pr'ythee hear him every morning' 
At the least an hour or two ; 

Once again at night returning, ' 
I believe the dose will do. 



* 



t> 



LadT M. W* MoXfTAGV. 



AM Af emr sONdsb is» 



O CLEAR that cruel doubting brow ! 

I '11 call oo migh^ Jotc 
To witness this eternal ?ow ; 

'Tis you alone I love ! 

^^ O leaye the God to soft repose^" 

The smiling maid replies ; 
^' For JoTe bat laughs at lo?ers* oaths^ 

And lovers' perjuries." 

By honoured Beauty's gentle pow'r ; 

By Friendship's holy flame I 
^^ Ah ! what is beauty but a flow'r^ 

And Friendship but a name ?" 

By those dear tempting lips ! I cried— ^ 

With arch ambiguous look 
Convinced my Chloe glanced aside^ 

And bid me ^^ Kiss the book." 



Bryan Edwards* 



Q i 



HEN Orpheui If «ii(^ifDit9t^i^;rcg{9f sbelow^ 
Which n^ ar&f9fb||fl4f»fttii s^h^^ . ^.j, 
He tuned up his lyre, fi»,q|f}.}iiji»tai9[f|^^ov, 
To set his Eukydicb free. 

All hell wasii3i9nfeh'4iirp9naa.s0iif<^e 

Should nMf oadiMiffBr hifk liffi^. ^ . t.> ^ 
And Teoture so far ; but. how last M^df) surprise 

When they heard that he cane for his wife ! 

■' ■ , . * 

To find out a punidiroen^t due for his;|ault 
Old Pluto long pnezled ^ii^br^in^ .. / 

But hell had aot torm^nU sufficient, b^ thought^ 
So he gaTe him bis wife back again. 

* ■ * 

But pity succeeding soon ranquish'd his heart, 
And pleased with his playing so well, 

He took her again in reward of bis art : 
Such merit had music in hell. 

LlSLC« 



-f*' 



Vaiv are the i^hanse oi whke and red, 
Which paint the blaoniSBg fair j. . M 



Give 



I 



Gire me the nymph whose snow is spresid 
Not o'er her fuce. but bak*. 



Of smoother cheeks the wimiiiig grac% 

Bat in thfe wVftH^te^Of^^Kfi^^ '^ ^ 

If naked ejes set hearts on blaase^ 
And a;tnwous warmth inspire; 
Thro' glass who daris her pi6inted rays 
-■ ' Lights up a fiei-cer fire. 



A'i " 



Nor rirals, nor the train of years, 

My peace or bliss destroy ; 
Alive, she giires no jealous fears^ ^ 

Aiid dead, she crowns my joy. 

PULTENEY, E. OF BaTH* 



^;u^ 






(Jhloe briik and^ay appears,^ 

On purpose to intite ; 
Yet^ when 1 press h«r^ sh^ iittesa^,^ ^ 

Penies'her soie^ddi^t r ^ ^ 

,7,..:. While 



fao Jl«AST>OK¥<SQNe». 

While Cbioa^ ^se&adapshf'OJad.CQji^ i*\ i 
To all her faToj^nigiaiits^'.' ./^ 

And secredy receiTw that joy . > 

Whidi odien thud^ she .traa<$« > 

I would, but fear I nerer shall, 

With either fair .agree ; 
For Celia will be kind to all, 

But Ci.ii.QE won't to me, * ' 



Oh ! turn away those cruel ejes. 

The stars of my undoing ; 
Or death in such a bright disgttise 

May tempt a ^cond wooing. ' 

Pnnish thdr blindly imfuous pride^ 
Who dare contemn thy glory ; 

It was my fall that deified t » 
Thy name, and seal'd iky story. 

Yet no new suiSeriiigs casa prepare .: . 
^ A higher praise to crown thee | . 
Tho' my first dieatfa firodaim thee fair, 
My second will dethrone tbecL • 



LoTen^ 



Lovecs trill doiibt tiioa canst entice > 

No other for tlij fact, 
And, if thov hmm one Yiclkn twice, 

Xhiak tkee both poor aod orud. 



The merchant to Secure his treasure 

Conveys it in a borrowM name ; 
EupHELiA serves to grace my measure, 

But CuLOE is my real flame. 

My softest verse, my darling lyre 

Upon EupniBLiA's toilet lay, 
When ChiiOE noted her desire 

That I should sing, that I shoalc) pfay. 

My lyce I tune, my voice I raise. 
But with my numbers mix my sighs; 

And whilst I sing Eophelia's praise, 
I &J, my sodl on Chlob's eyes. 

Fair Chloe blu^M ; Euphblia f rown'd ; 

I sung and gazed, I play'd and trembled ; 
And Venus to the Loves around 

Remark*d h0w ill we aU dissembledv 

Paioa. 



StDi the Tain |>o»»»iat'^|)|Mw,*/H '>^) i»>i\f 

To ^qif^mf ^hm^pt^ mmsfifiH ^1 

lAb'riDg bees 1|^ .g^jlt^iii mftWtl^t « 'jis*. -J 

Yet be, £p^ t» ii|9t!» btt>i»oiiejf jfa^W 



Views with aching eyes bi$ store. 

Trembling lest be chance ioToae Itj, 
I'lBing still for want of Biore, 

Tho' the wretfti wants pQ^^eJr.t9:MS<^< 
CtLiA thu< i¥ith enriless ifirts v^ 



» 



Spends her d^^rs^ her chafii^ ^pj^vkig^ 
Jiab'riogstjirto^o^uer h^aiftfl^^^,; ,: ,,:; 
Yet nQ'er^t«^^t^,% s.^«J9Jl^,^f i(o<vJWf, 

Yiews with pride her sl^ape and face. 

Fancying stil)^ ^be> iiai^ %Wf^W¥ i ^ 
^ge brings wwJtl^s qn apa^e^j ,. J j .■ 

. SOOQ 

. It' 



filooB or late they both will fiod 
Time tbdr idol from them serer ; 

He mast Ieate~his goTdl>eliind, ' 
IiOck.'d within his grave for ever, 

CuLi A'^Mi ^U lilB be» ^9^<mti " ^ 
Wi|MKli«f MPng'«ili$iMi9 ^ceive her, 

Vain desire irin<l>«' her etmil^' * 
Whem^^K^ ^oiNUl' ^l M4teiTe h^. 

CelU} hoard^di)^ f^r!fti9 fto iftotej ' 
Beauty %'l^^ the diner*)! treasure ; 

Tftste a imi^t Hiy Hdre j 






., .^ ' // .'7* «, f 
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As the stioii^ in Tallejs Ijing, 
f hcebus his warm beams applying, 

$oon dissolves and r tins away ; 
So the beauties, so the graces 
Of the most bewitching faces ' ' ^ ' 

At approaching ago decay. 

As a tyrant ^heii d<^raded 
Is despis'd aM is tipbrakted 

By ^e stives Tbd oiiee contrord ; 



5 . 



So 



«4 AUA^TORYiWUet. 

So the nyiDfihy if none could iMl^thsiff. 

Is contemned .bjreferyJoY«c> • ..a 

When her dbuws sire growing old. 

I 

Melancholic looks and whining. 
Grieving, q^arrcUiag and fining . 

Are th' effects jour rigours mo^re^f 
Soft caresses, amoroufi glancet) 
Melting sighs, transportiiig traneesy 

Are the blest effects of love* 

Fair ones, while your beauty *^ blooming 
Use yoar tioio, lest aga resuaing 

What your youth profusely }eiHfe^ 
You are robb'd of all your glories, 
And condcmn'd to tell old stones 

To your unbelie?iDg friends* 



CJelia, too late you would repent; 

The offering all your store 
Is now but like a pardon sent 

To one that *s dead before. 



While 



\ 



White Ut '^Ut ))tOQ C9tl€t :pvo«^ 

And grant ih«^blis$'*too l^ei^ '■- 
To gire me one I hate. 



o <.i» ' <»r 



.••- 



I thought i^oakinoceBt as fnr, 
When first my o&nrt I niade ; 

But when yeur lalsehiiodf plain appear. 
My love ao IcMger stayed. 

Your bounty of those favours showa. 
..Whose worlii you first deface. 
Is melting vaiiied medals down, 
A|id giFing us t)ie brassr 

Oh ! since the thing we beg *s a toy. 

By lovers prized aione, 
Why cannot women grant the joy 

Before our love is gone ? 



If the quick ^rifr of your eye, 
Now languish, and anon must die ; 



Walso. 



If 



lift A^nmoat^mm. 

If ererj sw«lfitiill'**t«^^%ttlWeV^J I'loiuT 
Most fly from thatfdrs4tk«h<A<«$' ^ ^^^oJ 

Ere time such g66dljr'frHl«^dMikr)^;' ^ -'^ 

Or if iEliat'gotde« fl«6ce m«6l g¥d«r'^^ 
For ever fwe^f rain »gt^sf«»w;'" ' ' ' >^ 
If those bright suns most know no shade, 
pjor your fresh beauty eror *flide i ' * 

Then, CxlijI, fear Tiot to b(stOMr • ' 

What stHl Belbg^tfaer*d, stilt ^itfust grow. 



Thus either Tilde his sieklii brings 
lUikinj ot^eheiii taili bis Kffngid. ^ 



G.VEH^. 



Late when love I seemM to slight, 
PHYLtis smVkd, as weH she might; 
<^ Now," said sfa<r^ ^ our throne nay tremblo, 
Men our prov^ce now ia^ade. 
Men take up'o^r voyal traite, 

Men^ eren men^ donowdiiBciitble, 
Id the dttst our tttpire >$ laiik'^ . . «/ 
V ? Tutor'd 



AaM9<)*»(*e«»Sf til 

Loth I wswk.<tPite*4)A^fia'-.» mn^ v>' ^f'-.: 

So I c}MW3i;a,,Jiidp.9ny fl?^HiiP,^..i; . , ; , 
Friendship, a discreeter name ; 

She will lo^. ar natbirigy d«ii^. < .. ; 



. ' 



Be a lovery or pretoiidf. = . 

Rather titAO the wa>ffn^tijri?p4l ,' 

. , Friendship of aiH»ther kio4i9^ , . \^< 
Swedish coin of gross allay^ 
A cart-load v^iil ftcarc^ di^&ay } 

LoTCi one graiik is worth ihehifji^, 
,; Only love is current pay. 



Ah ! CiiLORis, could I now but sit 

As uifcconceiri'd as^wheo • ^ 
YourJofaatbiiaAty could beget 

No bappijociss nor pala 2 ; 
When I this jd^w^iRg. did adnuve^ 

And praised the coming .d^^,- 
I little Ibdiight ibat rising fire •: .< 

Would take my mU^Awtky*' ^ 



Your 






AMATORY SONG^ 

Your charms inr harmless dliiditdod Hy 

As metah-fa a mine ; 
Age from oo face takes more awaj 

ThaD youth <H>iieeal'd la thkie z 
But as your charms insensibty 

To their perfectioo ytest, 
So loTC, as irnpisrceiTed, did fly^ 

And centred in my breast. 

My passion urifh yotir btouty gteWf 

While Cupid, at my heart, 
Still as his mother favoured you, 

Threw a new flaming dart ; 
£3ch gloi^ in their wanton part | 

To make a beauty, she 
Employed the utmost of her art ; 

To make a lover, he« 



Say, lovely dream, where couldst thou find 
Shadow's to counterfeit that face ? 
Colours of this glorious kind 

Come hot from any mortal place. 

In heaven itself thou sure wert drest 
With that angel-like disguise > 

Tbtw 



VI1iti» deiaded am I bkst, 
And see my joy with closed eyes* 

But ah ! tbi» imnfe ii toa lund 

To be other Ihan a dream I 

Cruel Saccharisaa^s mind 
Never put oa tbftt sweet extreme. 

Fair dream, if thou intend'st me grace, 
Change that hea?eQjy face of thiue i 
> Paint despise^ love in tky^ face. 
And make it to appear like mine. 

Pale, wan, and meagre let it look. 

With a pity-moyiog shape, . 

Such as^ wander by the brook. 
Of Lethe, or from grares escape. 

Then to that matchless nymph appear, 
In whose shape thou shinest so. 
Softly in her sleeping ear 

With humble words express my woe* 

Perhaps from greatness, state, and pride, 
Thus surprised she may fall : 
Sleep does disproportion hide. 
And, death resembling, equals all. 

Waller* 
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She loves, and she c<»af(Mnes too ; 
Then there 's at last no more to do | 
The happy work's entirely dorter 
Enter the town which thou hast woAi 
The fraits of conquest now begin, 
to triump/iei enter in. 

What's this, ye gods, ifrhat eaii k beif 
Remains there still an enemy t 
Bold Honour stands up in the gate. 
And would yet capitulate. 
Ilave I o'ertome all real foes, 
And shall this phantom me oppose t 

Noisy nothing, stalking shade. 

By what witchcraft wert thon made i 

Empty cause of solid harm^ ! 

But I shall find out counter charms^ 

Thy ury devilship to removts 

From this circle here of love. 

Sure I shall rid myself of the« 
By the night's obscurity, 
And obscurer secrecy. 
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UnCke to eiery other spright, 
Thou attempt'st not men fafiTtight^ 
Nor appear'st| but in the light 

Cov&iT* 



1 IS now, since I sat down before 

That foolish fort, a heart, 
(Time strangely sgent) a year and more| 

And still I did my part ; 

Made mj approaches, from her hand 

Unto her lip did rise. 
And did already understand 

The language of her eyes ; 

Proceeded on with no less art^ 

My tongue was engineer ; 
I thought to undermine the heart 

By whispering in the ear. 

When this did nothing, I brought down 

Great cannon paths, and shot 
A thousand thousand to the town^ 

And still it yielded not^ 

» I then 



I then resolTfid to starve .the .pkc9 

By cutting oit all KiSMi, 
Prdsing and gaziiig op her face,. 

And all sTta' 1tt<ftr WissiJii^' *^ D'^^rj2«./1 

J •.'] OJ ^ :o» L»<i .-•••'uHi » T/j^iJi Jill 

To draw her out an<} /fq?|. fcfp ^t««g^f?^) 
I drcw^Alhb^twie^ vrj e>.. .nj ^rii 

And brought myself to lie at length 
As if «iM>-«sifg6ihrfd^li«en*- .•; ;» . '\n/. .•♦W 

When I had done what man cottl^do^ ^^^. 

And thought the place my pwn,^ ^ ^ 
The enemy lay quiet. too, 

And smiled at all was done. ., ^^^^ 

I sent to know from Mrlience, »tnd wMw, 
These hopcs,'and this relfef : ^ * ;*^ 

A spy inform^, Hononr was^ tfefeiv •' ^ 
And did command in chief. 

March, ilillrch, (qwiih I)the WQrd.^BrightgiTC, 
Let's loseno timc^ b«t kareher; . <1 

Thatfklft tfpdn air wilH^;!^, . 
And hold it out forerer. 

To such A i^lace our camp rennoTe; 

As wUl no siege a|)ide: 
Ihate a fool that s^rres |ier l9|ie 
., ;^ Only to feed her pride. 






SUCKLIKO. 



r 









.^^ 



(h • ' 



The distant shpre, and long to proTO 
(Still rifchcr in variety) 
The treasures of fho tatlit df lore* ^ 

Wo women like w^ak .itidi^psjtaQdf 
Inviting from our golden coast 

The wandering rovers to our land ; 
But she who trades with them is lost* 

With humble vows thej Arst begini ' ^'^ 
SteaUng uns^n iato the«h^rt; 

But by possessiton settled in, 
They qukklj act another part* 

< 

For beads and bawbles we resign 

la ignorance (^ilrdHmi|g4t«sil| - • 
Discover ftatiMv's vitheat'Oiiney^ 
And yet the tyrants it'dVhncicjmQir^. 

Be wise, be wi9e, and do not try 
How he dan court, or you b« wdn; 

For love is but dIsiJovcry ; <* • .-v 

Whea ffiat h made, the pleasure's 'dotted 









Stella aod Flay i a eyery hoar 

Do TarJoiu keaets mfpdstii'^ • ?^x '>^ ^^^ * 

Ini^tEUJi's:6oal Is-all^her pmfi^y'^'^' ^^ 
And FLAvWiiitt ber ^e^i^-^M *- u ^^ • 

■ >■ ' ^^ '..?••;• ;■ <i. cn; d;j>;':5 0fi"^'^ More 



I 
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OoMK, tell Aie where tfie ibaicf fs'fdiina 
Whose hftarV can lo>e witnouf aeceiu * 

And I will range the world around, 
To sigh one moment at her feet. ^ 

Oh! tell me where V her" ^afotlffffibtdep*^ 
What At MtVftA ber M^feff ri^l^i^^ ^^'^ 

A pilgrimage of years rMl¥i9a» - ^^^^ '>^ 
To catch- ormspailtle or h^ffeyirf^^'^ ^^^^T 

Andrif W cte«k.be r^ay lirigbt^:. o... ,:orI 
While truth wtthbl btr 1>09QI» Doly UiV/ 
' IMlgajo opota her mom and night. 

Till my heart leave me through my eytt ! 

Show me on earth a thing so rare, 

I'll own all miracles are true : 
To make on^oHnd sincere ^ap4'£^r,f , r rv.n^ 
, ^Ohi .'tis the^uHmost I{<9(Mf«B; qia jd# ti // 
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More boafldless Flavia'b conquests arc, 
And Stella's more confined ; ,, , >-\ 

All caji discern a, face that 's fair. 
But few a heayenly mind. , 

Stella like Britain's monarch reigns 



I - < • . « : ■«. 



O'er^fHlW^M Jwd« ; 
Like eastfrr^^.f:itf)t9 Fi^Al^lA deigQS 

To rule o'^^iw^Tm sand^. , . . 

Then boae^^ fair FLAy](A,;bQi^t thj face, 

Thy beauty's only store, 
Each day th«it miJ^os thy thinius deerotsa ^ 

Will yiiM 4o 8t££i.a more. 

Mas. PlLKt|fCT«K. 



C/HLORis, yourself you BO exeel, 
When you voui^hsafe to breathe my thought, 
^^ ^¥hat, like a spirit, with this spell 
Of my own teaching I am caught* 

The eagle's f^te and mine. are one, 

Which, wiUhe shaft that made him die \ 
Espied a feather ^ hia own, 
«--.>.. . Wherewith he used to soar so high. 

Ha^ 



9m AviiiteiiwamB^ 

NarciBMif^1tod'«dtdpbibfb»M:anl^i ' 
Not for refle^lidft «f' Ills tfbOd) ' 
But of his Toice, die hoj had bttro*d« 

Wallea. 



•M>4< 
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In rain, dear Chloe, you sugge^ 
That I iucoiiBtant have possi^st 

Or loved a fairei' she; 
Would f ou M'ith ease at once be ciired 
Of all the ills you've long end«[i*cd> 

CoDSult your glass^ and me^ 

It then you think that I can find 

A nymph more fair or one more kind, 

You *ve reason for your fears ; 
But if impartial you will prove 
To your own beauty or my love, 

How needless are your tears ! 

If in my way I should by chance 
Receive or give a wanton glaocci 
I like but twUle I ww ; 



Uovr 
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How Oit^i ihe;glaiieey M;^i&iBtc>fti$ikMA^ 
Which 1 reeeAtehot^ ytoittl ' r* a > 

WU)i wan ton flight the curious bee 
From flower to flower still wanders free^ 

And, where each blosom blows. 
Extracts the jutce from all he meets ; 
But, for his quintessence of sweets^ 

He ravishes the rose. 

So, my fon4 fancy to employ 
On each variety of joy, 

From nymph to nymph I roam ; 
Perhaps see fifty in a day: 
These are but visits that I pay. 

For CuLOE is my home. 

. S4R W* YONSI. 



OuouLD Bomo perverse malignant •star ^ 
(As envious stars will sometimes shine) 

Throw me from my Florella far, 
Let not my lovely fdr repine 

If in her abse^oe I should gaze* 

With pleasure on aaother^faoe. 

The 



The wearied pilgrim^ when the s nii 

Has ended his diarnal race. 
With pleasure sees the friendly -Ppoon^ '/^ 

By borrow'd light*, supply nis plaocij^ 
Not that he slights the Cod of daj^ ^ a 
But loY^ e'en his reflected ray. r^. 



» 1 1 
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.i..r'>! o1 



XTAVE you not seen the timid teajr ^, ^.^^^ 

Steal trembling from mine eye ? ; . . ^ 

Have you not mark'd the flush of fear^ 

Or caught the murmur'4 si^ I, , . ,^,, ^„a 
And can you think my love is chUl| , ,,i // 

Nor fixt on you alone? . .. ^^ ^.^vi 

And can you rend, by doubting sti)^, ^^^^i 

A heart so much your own i 

To you my soul's aflections moTjB, . . 17. 

Devoutly, warmly true 5 . . , ... • ■'/ 
My life has-been a tasli^ ^t loT^9 « .J 

One long long thought of you. 
If ajl y our. teoder fa&th-isL o^er, 

If stiU jny tmth yott^fl'tit, '' '"■ ' ' "^ ' "^*' 
Alas ! I know but one proof more-^ 

I '11 bless your name and die. 
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iVriT will FLORELLA^.whUe I.g?^^) 

]Vf y 'raiYjsl)it eyes, reproye, 
And cHide tliem from the Qnly face 
They can behold with love ? 

To shun your scorb, and ease my car6| 

I seek a nymph more kind, 
And while I roTc from fair to fair 

Still gentle usage find. 

But oh ! how faint is every joy ^ 

Where nature has no part! 
New beauties may my eyes employ. 

But you engage my heart. 

So restless exiles doom'd to roam 

Meet pity every where ; 
Yet languish for their native home, . . 

Tho' death attends tliem there.* 

V. 
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*This toDgr, cloiedby»%etttinilaiid bapf y slmtl«, ttiajrbe 
Kgvdcd at a perfect modal 4ii the Hijpeaiiiw^laab. f' 
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